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To HEA Grace the 


| Dvenzss of lu 


Maran, Eo i oh 3 
ERE᷑ it poſſible for me to let the 
World know, how intirely Your 
Grace's Goodneſs has devoted 4 
poor Man to Your Service : Were there 
Words enough in Speech to expreſs the 
mighty Senſe I have of Your great Bounty 
towards me; ſurely I ſhould write and talk | 
of it for ever: But Your Grace has given me 
fo large a Theme, and laid fo very vaſt a 
Foundation, that Imagination wants Stock 
co build upon it. I am as one dumb when 
wobuld ſpeak of 1 it; and when I ſtrive to write, 
Il ant à Scale of Thought ſufficient to com- 
prehend the Height of it. Forgive me then, 
| Madam, if (as a poor Peaſant once made a 
Pereſent of an Apple to an Emperor) I bring 
this ſmall Tribute, the humble Growth of my 
little Garden, and lay it at your Feet. Believe 
it is paid You with the utmoſt Gratitude: e- 
licve, that, ſo long as I have thought to re- 
member how very much Iowe Your generous 
Nature, I will ever have a Heart that ſhall be 
| grateful for it too. Your Grace, next Hea« 
ven, deſerves it amply from me: That gave 
me Lite, but on a hard Condition; till Your 
A2 extended 
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4 The DEDICATION. 
extended Favour taught me to prize the Gift, 
and took the heavy Burden it was clogg*d 
with from me, I mean hard Fortune. When 
I had Enemies, that with malicious Power 
kept back and ſhaded me from thoſe royal 
Beams, whoſe Warmth is all I have, or hope 


7 to live by; Your noble Pity and Compaſſion 


found me, where 1 was caſt backward from 


my Bleſſing, down in the Rear of Fortune, 


called me up, placed me in the Shine, and I 
have felt its Comfort. You have in that re- 
ſtor'd me to my native Right, for a ſteady 


Faith and Loyalty to my Prince was all the 


Inheritance my Father left me; and however 
hardly my ill Fortune deal with me, *tis what 
I prize ſo well, that I never pawn'd it yet, 
and hope I ſhall never part with it. Nature 


and Fortune were certainly in League when 


You were born; and as the firſt took Care 


to give You Beauty enough to enſlave the 
Hearts of all the World; fo the other re- 


ſolv'd to do its Merit Juſtice, that none but 
a Monarch, fit to rule the World, ſhould cer 
poſſeſs it; and in it he had an Empire. The 
young Prince You have given him, by his 


blooming Virtues, early declares the mighty 


Stock he came from: And as You have taken 


5 all the pious Care of a dear Mother, and a2 I 


prudent Guardian, to give him a nob:e and 


generous Education; may it ſucceed accord- 


ing to his Merits and Your Wiſhes : May 
he grow up to be a Bulwark to his Illuſtrious 
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De DevicaTion 5 


Father, and a Patron to his loyal Subjects; 


with Wiſdom and Learning to aſſiſt him, 
whenever call'd to his Councils; to defend 
his Right againſt the Incroachments of Re- 


publicans in his Senates; to cheriſh ſuch Men 
as ſhall be able to vindicate the Royal Cauſe; 
that good and fit Servants to the Crown may 
never be loſt for Want of a Protector. Max 
he have Courage and Conduct fit to fight 


his Battles Abroad, and terrify his Rebels at 


Home: And, that all theſe may be yet more 
ſure, may he never, during the Spring- time 


of his Years, when thoſe growing Vircues 
ought with Care to be cheriſh'd, in order to 
their Ripening; may he never meet with 
vicious Natures, or the Tongues of faithleſs, 


ſeordid, inſipid Flatterers, to blaſt em. To 
conclude, may he be as great as the Hand of 
Fortune (with his Honour) ſhall be able to 
- make him: And may Your Grace, who are 
ſo good a Miſtreſs, and ſo noble a Patronefs, 
never meet with a leſs grateful Servant, than, 


MADAM, 


| intively Deveted Creature, 


Tue. Orwar, 
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PROLOGUE. 


15 theſe dift; acted Times, when each Man dreads 


The bloody Stratagems of buſy Heads; 
*Till Witneſſes begin to die © thi Rot; 
What made our Poet meddle with a Plot? 

Vat that he fancy d, for the very Sake 
And Name of Plus, his trifling Play might tale? 


But tis, he ſays, to Reaſon plain and Senſe, 
And that he thinks a plauſible Defence. 
Were Truth by Senſe and Reaſon to be try'd, 


For there's not in t one Inch-board Evidence, | 


Bure all our Sauearers might be laid afide; 


Ne, of ſuch Tools our Author has no need, 
To make his Plot, or make his Play ſucceed : 


Hie, of black Bills, has no prodigious Tales, 
Or Spaniſh Pilgrims caſt aſpore in Wales: 


Here's not one murder d Magiſtrate, at leaſt, 


” Kept rank, like Ven'ſon, for a City Feaſt, 


Grown four Days 11 iff, the better to prepare NT 


Ad fit his pliant Limbs to ride in Chair. 


| Tet here's an Army rais'd, tho" under Ground, 
| But no Man ſeen, nor one Commiſſion found: 


Hlere is a Traytor too, that's very old, 


Turbulent, ſubtle, miſchievous, and bold, 

| Bloody, revengeful ; and, to crown his Part, 
Loves Fumbling with a Wench <wwith all his Heart : 
Till, after having many Changes paſt, 


| tn ſpite of Age (thanks i Heaw'n) is hang d at laſt; 


8 2 is a Senator that keeps a I hore, 
. 


WWW 


hen aue have fear'd three Years wwe know not what, \ 


PR OLO GU E. 
To Lewdneſs ev'ry Night the Leacher ran; 
Shew me, all London, ſuch another Man ; 
Match him at Mother Creſwell's if you can. 

O Poland, Poland] had it been thy Lat, 
T have heard in Time of this Venetian P, 
Thou ſurely choſen hadft one King from thence, 
| And bonour'd them, as thou haſt England ſince. 
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Dramatis Perſone. 
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i 3 3 M E N. 5 
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ACTI SCENE. 


Enter PRIULI and art 
PRIULL © 


M y Lord, as bi Lord ! I am not that abject Wretch 
You think me: Patience ! where's the Diſtance throws 
Me back ſo far, but I may boldly ſpeak _ 

In Right, tho' proud Oppreſſion will not hear me! 

Pri. Have you not wrong d me? | 
Ja Could my Nature &er 

Have brook'd Injuſti:e, or the doing Wrong, 

1 need not now taus low have bent myſelf, 

Io gain a Hearing from a cruel Father. ” 

. Wrong' d you! 5 
Pri. Ves, wrong'd 1 me in * os niceſt a 


The Honour of wy Houſe ; 3 you have done me wrong. 3 


2 more! — be gone ad vv 
Toft. : Nor hear mel by my Suffering, but 


10 VENICE Preſerv'd: 
You may remember (for I now will ſpeak, 
And urge its Baſeneſs) when you firſt came Home 
From Travel, with ſuch Hopes as made you look'd on 
By all Men's Eyes, a Youth of Expectation; | 


_ Pleas'd with your growing Virtue, I receiv'd you; 
Courted, and ſou 


to raiſe you to your Merits : 
My Houſe, my Table, nay, my Fortune too, 


My very ſelf was your's, you might have us'd me 
To your beſt Service; like an open Friend 

I treated, truſted you, and thought you mine: 
When, in Requital of my beſt Endeavours, 


You treacherouſly practis' to undo me, 


Seduc'd the Weakneſs of my Age's —_ Tn 
_- -- 


My only Child, and ſtole her from my Bo 


_ Oh! Befoidra/ © 
2 Jeff "Tis to me you owe her. 


Childles you had been elſe, and in the Grave 
Your Name extinct, no more Priuli heard of, 


| You may remember, ſcarce five Years are paſt, 
Since in your Brigantine you ſail d to ſee 
The Adriatick wedded by our Duke, 
And I was with you: Your unſkilful Pilot 
Daſh'd us upon a Rock; when to your Boat 
Fou made for Safety: Enter'd firſt yourſelf; 
Th' affrighted Be/videra, following next, 
As ſhe ſtood trembling on the Veſſel's Side, 


Was by a Wave waſh'd off into the Decp ; 
When inſtantly I plung'd into the Sea, 

And, buffeting the Billows to her Reſcue, 
Redeem'd her Life with half the Loſs of mine. 
Lite a rich Conqueſt, in one Hand I bore her, 


And with the other daſh'd the ſaucy Waves, L 

That throng'd and preſs d to rob me of my Prize: 
I brought her, gave her your deſpairing Arms: 

Indeed you thank'd me ; but a nobler Gratitude 


*Roſe in her Soul: For from that Hour ſhe loy'd me, 


Till for her Life ſhe pail me with herſelf 
Pri. You ſtole her from me; like a Thief you ſtole 
LE econ N 
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er, 4 Plot Diſcover'd. 11 


To rifl 1 dear. 
Ma our Joys in her prove falſe like mine; 
ry © {lng and a Bed, 
hn ou both ; continual Diſcord make 
Your Da and Nights bitter and grievous ſtill : 
5 oy CE _ 3 19 * 
ou at laſt you 
Cute of Difobedience all your Portion. 
N aff. Half of your Curſe you — dedow'd i in vain: 
Heav'n has already crown'd our faithful Loves 
With a young Boy, ſweet as his Mother's Beauty : 
May he live to prove more gentle — 
And happier than his Father. 
Pri. Rather live 
Iuo bate thee for his Bread, and din al 
With hungry Cries ; whilſt his unhappy Mother 


' Sits down and weeps in Bitterneſs of Want. 


Jaff You talk as if twould pleaſe you. 
uy 1. Twould, by Heaven! 
: K ſhe was dear indeed; the Drops that fell 


From my ſad Heart, when ſhe forgot her 9 


The Fountain of my Life was not ſo precious: 
But ſhe is gone; and, if : ama Man, | 


Il will forget her. 


Zaff. Would I were in my ; Grave. 
Pri. And ſhe too with thee: 


For, living here, you re but my curs'd S | 
T once was ha 


Ja,. You . me e becauſe you know uy Soul 
1s fond of Belwidera: You perceive 
My Life feeds on her, th thus you treat me. 
Oh! could my Soul ever have known Satietj; 

Were ] that Thief, the Doer of ſuch Wrongs 

As you upbraid me with, what hinders me, 

But I might ſend her back to you with Contumely, 

And court my Fortune where ſhe would be mona! * 

Pri. You dare not do't. 
Jas. Indeed, my Lord, I dure not... 2 
My Heart, that awes me, s wo mack my Maſter: 5 
Three Years arc paſt fince our firt Vous were plghted, 


12 VENICE Preſerv'd: 
_ ;:: During which Time the World muſt bear me Fn, 
[ | I've — Belvidera like your Daughter, | 
3 The Daughter of a Senator of Venice: - 
Dil inction, Place, Attendance, ard Obſervance, | 
| Due to her Birth, ſhe always has commanded : 
= n ve done this; 
{ { 2 | Becauſe (tho' hopeleſs e er to win your Nature) 


r << Ons. 


The World might ſee I lov'd her for herſelf, 

Not as the Heireſs of the Great Priuli. 
Pri. No more. 

Wn Yes, all, and then adieu for ever. 3 
There's not a Wretch that lives on — Charit 
But's happier than me: For I have known 
Tue luſcious Sweets of Plenty; every Night 

Have ſlept with ſoft Content about my cad, 

And never wak'd but to a joyful Morning : 

Yet now muſt fall like a full of Corn, 
Whoſe Bloſſom ſcap d, yet's wither'd in the Ripening. 
Pri. Home, and be humble, ſtudy to n; | 
Diſcharge the lazy Vermin of thy Hall, 
| Thoſe Pageants of thy Folly : 
Reduce the glittering Trappings of thy Wifz 
To humble Weeds, fit for thy little State : 
Then to ſome ſuburb Cottage both retire; | 
| Drudge to feed loathſome Life; get Brats, and ftarve— 
Home, Home, I ſay. — 1 [Exie. 
Jas. Yes, if m Hem would let me—— _ 
TI proud, this ſwelling Heart: Home I would go, | 
But that my Doors are hateful 2 r 
Fill'd and damm'd up with Creditors. 
Watchful as Fowlers when 4 will ſpring: 
Il ' ve now not Fifty Ducats in the World, 

et till Iam in Love, and pleas'd with Ruin. 
Oh! Belvidera Oh! ſhe is my Wife 
And we will bear our wayward Fate together, 

: But ne'er know Comfort more. 

Enter Pierre. r 

5 3 My Friend, Good-morrow. 
1 Part' ner of my Heart? 
N n * not a Word Is me! 
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mn got Footi 
.- _ VI firſt ſet it up, 
For its own Eaſe and Safety : Honeſt Men 


Repoſe and 1 Were all Mankind Villains, 
They d ſtarve each other; Lawyers wou d want Practice: 
Cut throats Rewards: Each Man would kill his Brother, 
Himſelf, none would be pay d or han dfor Murder: 
Honeſty! 'twas a Cheat invented 
| To bind the Hands of bold deſerving Rogues, 
hat Fools and Cowards might fit fafe in Power, 
And lord it uncontrouPd above their Betters. | 


- But they are miſtaken, Faffier : 1 am a Rogue 
A fine gay bold fac'd Villain, as thou ſeeſt me 


Jo gain Admiſſion to a great Man's Purſe, 
Or a Whore's Bed; I'd not betray my Friend, 

To get his Place or Fortune; I ſcorn to fatter 

A blown up Fool above me, to cruſh the Wretch nend | 
N Vet, Faffer, for all this I am a v lme: 


Jo ſee the Sufferings of my Fellow creatures, 


Cheat the deluded People with a —_— 
Of Liberty, which yet they ne'er mutt taſte of. 
They fay, by them our Hands are free from Nes 
Yet whom they pleaſe they lay in baſeſt Bonds; 
Bring whom they pleaſe to Infamy and Sorrow ; 8 


op Whilſt no Hold 1 is to 2 us from —— 


A P Diſcover'd. 13 
Pierre, how that damn'd ſtarving 
in the World. (Quai, 


7of I'm thinki 


Are the ſoft eaſy Cuſhions on which Knaves 


aff. Then Honeſty is but a Notion ? | 
Picr. Nothing elſe, 
Like Wit, muc talk'd of, not to be defin'd : 
He that pretends to moſt too has leaft Share in't : 
'Tis a ragged Virtue. Honeſty ! no more 0n't. 
Ja,. Sure thou art honeſt ? 
Pier. So indeed Men think me. 


As well as they ; 


'Tis true, I pay my Debts when they re contracted ; 
I ſteal from no Man; would not cut a Throat 


Taff. A Villain! | 
Pier. Yes, and a moſt notorious Villain ; 5 


And own myſelf a Man: Jo ſee our Senators 


Drive us like Wrecks down the rough Tide of Power, : 


"»- 1 
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Where every Slave, that heaps up Wealth enough 
Too do much Wrong, becomes a q 

I. who believ'd no Tl could e' er come near me, 
Found in the Embraces of my Aguilina _ 
A wretched old, but itching Senator, 


Soldier s Miſtreſs, Jeffers is his Religion; 


14 Venice Preſervd: 
Al! chat bear this are Villains, and I one, 
Not to rouze up at the greateſt Call of Nature, 


And check the Growth of theſe domeſtick Spoilers, 

7 Nr ey tis our Charter. 

1125 of. Oh ! lina Friend, to loſe ſuch — 
e . 


eareſt Pur e of thy noble Labours ! * 


5 She was thy 1 — by * as by Love. 


Pier. Oh Jaffier ! Lad ſo fix d my * Ham upon her, 


That, whereſo — 1 fram'd a Scheme of Life 
For Time to come, ſhe was my only Joy, 


With which I wiſh'd to ſweeten future Cares ; 


I fancy'd Pleaſures, none, but one that loves 
And doats as I did, can imagine like 'em : 
When in the Extremity of all theſe Hopes, 
In the moſt charming Hour of ExpeQation, 
Then, when our eager W iſhes ſoar the higheſt, 


Ready to ſtoop and graſp the lovely Game. 


A haggard Owl, a worthleſs Kite of Prey, . 
With his foul Wings ſail'd in, and ſpoil'd my Quarry. 


Faff. I know the Wretch, and ſcorn him as thou hat” 1 
him. 

Pier. Curſe on the common Good that's ſo grotefied ; 

ord of Right: 


A wealthy Fool, that had bought out my Title : 


A Rogue that uſes Beauty like a Lamb-skin, 
Barely to keep him warm; that filthy Cuckow, too, 
Was, in my Abſence, crept into my Neſt, 


And 8 all my Brood of noble Pleafure. 
Ja. D hes not chace him thence ? ? 
Pier. I cid, and drove 


7 The rank old- "bearded Hirco linking Home : 
The Matter was complain'd of in the Senate, 
I ſummon'd to appear, and cenſur'd baſcly, 
For violating ſomething they call Privilege— 

This was the Recompence of my Service: 


Would I'd been rather beaten by a Coward ; | 
When 


To be the Foe as e'er the Friend of Venice 


Nay, dear Revenge, whe:ze'er thou call, I'm ready. 


Faff. I think no Safety can be here for Virtue, 
And grieve, my Friend, as much as thou to hve 


In ſuc a wretched State as this of Venice. 
Where all agree to ſpoil the Publick Good: 


And Villains fatten with the brave Man's Labours. 


For the Foundation's loſt of common Good; 
juſlice is lame as well as blind amongſt us; | 
The Laws (corrupted to their Ends that make em) 
Serve but for Inſſruments of ſome new Tyranny, 


Pier. We've neither Safety, Unity, nor Peace, my Friend, 


That every Day ſtarts up t'enſlave us deeper. 
Now could this glorious Cauſe but find out Friends 
To do it right, oh Jaſfer ! then might'ſt thou. 
Not wear theſe Seals of Woe upon thy Face: 


The proud Priuli ſhould be taught Humanity, 

And learn to value ſuch a Son as thou art. 3 
I dare not ſpeak, but my Heart bleeds this Moment. 
Ja. Curs'd be the Cauſe, tho? I thy Friend be Part 


Let me partake the Troubles of thy Bolom, [on't ; 


For J am us'd to Miſery, and perhaps 
May find a Way to ſweeten't to thy Spirit. 
Picr. Too ſoon 'twill reach thy Knowledge 


Ja. Then from thee 5 | 
Let it proceed. There's Virtue in thy Friendſhip 
Would make the ſaddeſt Tale of Sorrow pleaſing, 
strengthen my Conſtancy, and welcome Ruin. 
Pier, Then thou art ruin'd? N 


Jas. That J long ſince knew; 
I and ill Fortune have been long acquainted. 


Pier. ] paſs'd this very Moment by thy Doors, 


And found them guarded by a Troop of Villains 
Ide Sons of publick Rapine were deſtroying. 


They told me, by the Sentence of the Law, 
They had Commiſſion to ſeize all thy Fortune 


| Nay more, Prinli's cruel Hand hath ſign'd it. 


lere flood a Ruffian with a horrid Face, 


B 2 Ms 


, 4 Plat Diſcover'd. 13 
When that's profan'd, all other Ties are broken : | 
That even diſſolves all former Bonds of Service; 
And from that Hour I think myſelf as free 
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16 VENICE Preervd o 


Lording it o'er a Pile of maſly Plate, 
Tumbled into a Heap for oublick Sale; 
There was another making villainous Jeſs 
At thy undoing ; he had ta en Poſſeſſion 


Of all thy ancient moſt domeſtick Ornaments, | 
Rich Hangings, intermix'd and wrought with Gold : 
The rey bd „which on thy Wedding-Night 

ee 


Receiv” to the Arms of Belvidera; 

'The Scene of all thy Joys was violated, - 

By the coarſe Hands of flchy Dungeon Villains, 
Lumber. 


And thrown amongſt the common 


Jas. Now thank Heav'n | 
Pier. Thank Heav'n ! for what? 
aff. That I'm not worth a Ducat. 


3 
, 


- Bip: Curſe thy dull Stars, and the worlt Fate of Venice, 5 


Where ks, Friends, and Fathers are all falſe, 
Where there's no Truth, no Truth ; where Innocence | 


Stoops under vile Oppreſſions, and Vice lords it. 


r 


Thy beauteous Behvidera, like a Wretch 


That's doom'd to Baniſhment, came weeping forth, 
| Shining thro Tears, like | 
That labour to o'ercome the Cloud that loads em: 
Whilſt two young Vi 
Kindly look'd up, 


April-Suns in 


„ on whoſe Arms ſhe lean'd 
at her Grief grew fad, 
As if they catch'd the Sorrows that fell from her ; 


_ Feenthe lewd Rabble, that were gather'd round 
To fee the Sight, flood mute when they beheld her ; ; 

 Govern'd their roaring Throats, and grambled Pity : 
I could have hugg d the greaſy Rogues: They pleas d me. 


aff. I thank thee for this Story from my Soul, 


Since now [ know the worſt that can befall me: 
Ah Pierre | have a Heart that could have borne 
The roughett Wrong my Fortune could have done me; 

But when I think what Belwidera feels, | 
The Bitterneſs her tender Spirits taſte of, 
I own myſelf a Coward : Fear my Weakneſs, 8 
Ik, throwing thus my Arms about thy Neck, 
— play the Boy, and blubber in thy Boſom: 
Oh! I fall drown thee with my Sorrows. 


Fier. Burn, _ 


3 
1 


Miſchief 


Will keep me wakin 


er, A Plot Diſcover'd. 17 
Firi burn, and level Yenice to thy Ruin. 


What ! Starve like Beggars Brats in froſty Weather, 
Under a Hedge, and whine ourſelves to Death! 


Thou, or thy Cauſe, ſhall never want Aſſiſtance, 


Whilſt 1 have Blood or Fortune fit to ſerve thee : 


Command my Heart; thou'rt every way its Maſter. 
aff. No, there's a ſecret Pride in bravely . 
Pier. Rats in Holes and —_— a ts * 
Man knows a brave Remed 


Revenge, the Attribute of r they lamp d it 
With their great Image on our Natures. Die ! 5 


Conſider well the Cauſe that calls upon thee : 
And, if thou' rt baſe enough, die then: Remember 


: Thy Belvidera ſuffers, Belvidera. 
Die Damn firſt —— what! Be decently interr'd 
In a Church Yard, and mingle thy brave Puſt 


With ſtinking Rogues that rot in dirty Winding- Sheets, 
Surfeit ſlain Fools, the common Dung o'th* Soil 
aff. Oh! 
Pier. Well ſaid, out with't, ſweara little 
= Swear ! By Sea and Air; * Earth, by Hear" n 
and Hell, ; 


I will revenge my Belvidera's Tears. 
Hark thee my Friend — 


Priuli is —a Senator, : 
Pier. A Dog. 
Faff. Agreed. 
Pier. Shoot hm. 
Yaff. With all my Heart. 


No more: Where ſhall we meet at Night 1 


Pier. I' tell thee; 


On the Rialto every Night at Twelve 


I take my Evening's Walk of Meditation: i 
There we two'll meet, and talk of precious | 


Ja, Farewel. | 
Pier. At Twelve. 
Jaff. At any Hour ; ; my Plagues 

{fe v. Pier | 
Tell me why, good — "EY 


Thau mad'tt me what J am, with all the Spirit, 
Aſpiring T houghts and clegant Defires, es 


'B. 1 $ : That 


* , tas ' fn | = B 
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That fill the happieſt Man ? Ah rather, why 


Were in their 
Art thou not Belwidera, ſtill the fam 


Didſt thou not {orm me ſordid as my Fate, 
Baſe· minded, dull, and fit to carry — 
Why have I Senſe to know the Curſe that's on me? 


Is this juſt Dealing, Nature? Belvidera ! 


Enter Belvidera. 


Poor Belwidera ! | 
Bel. Lead me, lead me, my Virgins, 


To that kind Voice. My Lord, my Love, my Refuge * 


Happy my Eyes, when they behold thy Face! 


My eavy eart will leave its doleful Beating 
At "Sight of thee, and bound with ſprightful Joys. 


Oh ſmile! as when our Loves were in — 
And chear my fainting Soul. 


Ja. As when our Loves . 
Spring ! has then our Fortune chang d: 


e, 

Kind, good, and tender, as m Arms firſt found thee ? 
If thou art alter d, where ſhall I have Harbour ? 
Where eaſe my loaded Heart ? Oh ! where complain; 4 
Bel. Does this appear like Change, or Love decay! ing, 1 


When thus I throw myſelf into thy Boſom, 

| With all the Reſolution of dong Track? - 
Beats not my Heart as 'twou'd alarm thine | 
| To a new Charge of Bliſs? I joy more in thee, | 


Than did thy Mother when ſhe hugg'd thee firſt, 


And bleſs'd the Gods for all her Travel paſt. 


Faff. Can there in Women be ſuch glorious Faith | ? 


Bure all ill Stories of thy Sex are falſe: 
Oh Woman! lovely Women | Nature made thee | 
To temper Man: We had been Brutes without you: 
Angels are painted fair to look like you: 
There's in you all that we believe of Heav'n, 
NM if Brightneſs, Purity and Truth, 


5 oy, and everlaſting Love. 
Bel. If Love be Treaſure, we'll be 138 rich ; 
I have fo much ” 7 Heart will ſurely break with't : 


Vous can't expreſs it. When I would declare 20 
Ho great's my ſoy, I'm dumb with the big 3 3 
I ſwell, and ſigh, and labour with my Longing. 5 

ile to fome Deſert wide a i, 75 


Barren 5 


en 


With what a boundleſs Shock my Boſom's franght ; 3 
Where I may throw my eager Arms about thee, 


And let off all the Fire that's i in my Heart. 


Dndone by Fortune, and in Debt to thee ; 

Want, worldly Want, that h 
Is at my Heels, and chaces me in View. 

| Canſtthou bear Cold and Hunger ? can theſe Limbs, 


When baniſh'd by our Miſeries abroad, 


For charitable Succour ; wilt thou then, | 
When in a Bed of Straw we ſhrink together, 
And the bleak Winds ſhall whiftle round our Heads ; 


5 | ; = — then talk thus to me? wilt thou then 


E To my diſt racted Senſes ſhould forſake me, 
I d find ſome Intervals, when my 
Should 'ſwage itſelf, and be let looſe to thine. 
Tho' the bare Eau th be all our Reſting-Place, 
Its Roots our Food, ſome Clift our Habitation, 
I' make this Arm a Pillow for thy Head ; 
As thou ſighing ly'&, and ſwell'd with Sorrow, 
Creep to thy Boſom, pour the Balm of Love 
Into thy Sou), and kiſs thee to thy Reſt; 
Then praiſe our God, and watch thee till the Morning. 


5 Reign, reign, ye Monarchs, that divide the World, 
Buſy Religion ne'er will let you know 
_ Tranquillity and Happineſs | 


: They wait but for a Storm, and then devour you: 
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Barren as our Misfortunes, where my Soul 
May have its Vent, where I may tell aloul 
To the high Heav'ns and ev'ry liſt ning Planet, 
Give Looſe to Love, with Kiſſes kindling Joy, 


aff. Oh Belvidera ! doubly Im a Beggar, 


ungry meagre Fie nd, 


Fram'd for the tender Offices of Love, 
Endure the bitter Gripes of ſmarting Poverty ? 


As ſuddenly we ſhall be) to ſeek out 
n ſome fair Climate. where our Names are Strang:r5 


Cares thus, and ſhelter me with Love? Es 
_— h ! I will lore thee, even in Madneſs love thee: 


poor Heart 


Jas. Hear this, you Heay” ns ! and wonder how * 
r 


ITE mIRC 3 
Like gaudy Ships, the obſequious Billows fall, 
And riſe again, to lift you in your Pride; 


I., in 


* 
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= in my private Bark, already wreck'd, 


Like a poor Merchant driv'n to unknown Land, 
That had by Chance pack'd up his choiceſt Treaſure 
In one dear Casket, and fav'd only that; 


Since I muſt wan ler farther on the Shore 1 


Thus hug my little, but my precious, Store, 
* 2 and truſt an Fate no more. Ex. 


* 


ACTH. SCENEL 
: Enter Picrre, and Aquilina. 


Dr all thy Wrongs, thou'rt dearer to my Arms, 
Than an the Wealth of Ons * ſtay, 


And let us love to Night. 


Pier. No: There's Fcol, : 


'There's Fool about thee : When a Woman ſells 


Her Fleſh to Fools, her Beauty's loſt to me ; 


They leave a tainted Sully, where they” ve paſs'd ; 
| There's ſuch a baneful Quality about em, 
E Ten ſpoils Complexions with their Nauſeouſneſs ; 

They infe& all they touch; I cannot think 
Of taſting any Thing a F ool has pall'd. 


Aqui. I loath and ſcorn that Fool thou mean'ſt as much, 5 


” Or more than thou canſt ; but the Beaſt has Gold 


That makes him neceſſary ; Power too, 


= qualify my Character, and poiſe me 
Equal with peeviſh Virtue, that be holds 
My Liberty with Envy: In their Hearts 


They' re looſe as I am; but an ugly Power 


; wy in their Faces, and frights Pleaſures from them. 


Pier. Much good may t do you, Madam, with your 
Senator, E 
Aqui. My Senator ! why canſt Shen think that Wretch 


er lb thy Aquilina's Arms with Pleaſure ? 
Think'ſt thou, — I ſometimes give him Leave - 
To foil himſelf at what he is unfit for; | . 
Becauſe I force myſelf t'endure and ſuffer him, 
Think'ſt thou I love him? No, by all the Joys | 
Thou ever Saft me, his Preſence i is my Penance: 


The 


ns, 
, 


* 
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he 
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The worſt thing an old Man can be's a Lover, 


A mere Memento mori to poor Woman. 
never lay by his decrepid Side, 


But all tha Night I ponder'd on my Grave. 


Pier. W he were well ſent thither. 

Aqui. That's my Wiſh too: 
For 8 Pierre, I mi bore Ons with Plcaſure 
To play the Hypocrite : Oh! how I could weep 
Over the dying Dotard, and kiſs him too, 


In hopes to {mother him quite; then, when the Time 
Was come to pay my Sorrows at his Funeral, 
For ke has already made me Heir to Treaſures 


Wou'd make me out · act a real Widow's Whining) 


How could I frame my Face to fit my Mourning ! 


With wringing Hands attend him to his Grave, 


Fall ſwooning on his Hearſe ; take mad Poſſeſſion 
E'en of the diſmal Vault where he lay buried, 
There, like th' Zpbe 


an Matron, dwell, till thou, 
My lovely Soldier, com'ſt to my Deliverance ; | 


Then, throwing up my Veil with open Arms 
And laughing yes, run to new dawning Joy. 


Pier. No more, I've Friends to meet me here toNight, 


And muſt be private. As you prize my Friendſhip, 

_ Keep up your Coxcomb ; let him not pr nor liſten, | 

Nor frisk about the Houſe, as I have ſeen him, 
U Likea tame mu 


mping Squirrel with a Pell on; 
Curs will be abroad to bite him, if you do. | 


Ani. What Friends to meet ! mayn'tl be of your 


Council! 


Pier. How ! A Woman ask Queſtions out of Bed! 
Go to your Senator, ask him what paſſes „„ 

Amongęſt his Brethren : He'll hide nothing from you- 

But pump not me for Politicks. No more. 

_ Give Order, that whoever in my Name 
Comes here, receive Admittance. So, good Night. 
Agui. Muſt we ne' er meet again! embrace no more? 
Is Love fo ſoon and utterly forgotten ? (on't. 
Pier As you henceforward treat your Fool, I'll think 

ui. Curs'd be all Fools, and doubly curs'd myſelf, 


The worſt of Fools die if he forſakes me ; 


| And how to keep him Heav'n or Hell inſtruct me [Ex. 5 


Have wander'd out at this dead Time of Night, | 


Hell, Hell, why fleep'ſt thou? 


The Clock has firuck, and I may loſe my ache. 
Speak, WY goes there? 


At onder Moon. What's he that afks the Queſtion ? 


And ne'er betray their Maſters, never fawn 
On any that they love not. Well met, Friend 


Faffeer ! 


I've lodg'd her privately, till I ſee farther 
What Fortune will do with me. Prithee, Friend, SD 
Tf thou would' have me fit to hear good Countel, 5 
Speak not of Belvidera « 
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SCENE de Rialto. 1 


Enter Jafher. B p 

ff I'm here ; and thus the Shades of Night around 1 
I look as if all Hell were in my _— wn = 
And I in Hell. Nay, ſurely tis ſo with me ; — \ 


For, every Step I tread, methinks ſome Fiend 


| Knocks at my Breaſt, and bids it not be quiet. 


Iv'e heard how deſperate Wretches, like myſelf, 4.0 


To meet the Foe of Mankind in his Walk : | 
Sure I'm ſo curs'd, that, tho' of Heav'n eden 
No Miniſter of Darkneſs cares to tempt me. | 


— 


nter Pierre. 
Pier. Sure I've ſtaid too long: 


Jaf. A Dog that comes to howl 


dier. A Friend to Dogs, for they are honeſt Creatures, 4} 


Taff. The fame. 0 bn chou' rt come in n Seaſon, þ 
J was juſt going to pray. 5 | 4 
Pier. Ah! that's mechanick; 


Prieſts make a Trade on't, an | yet dude by* t too; 


No Praying ; it ſpoils — and Time's P! recious. 


Where s Be:videra? * 


aff For a Day or tuo 


Pier. S;eak not of ker! | 
Ja Oh no! _ | 
Ow: Nor name her ? May be I wiſh her well. 
i . Wrom well? 
2 * * * lovely Belvidera. 


85 I hope 


und 
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T hope a Man may wiſh his OTE ES wen, 
And no Harm done. | 
Zaff. V are merry, Pierre. 
Pier. I am ſo: 
Thou ſhalt ſmile too, and Belvidbr-a mile; 
We'll all rejobce, here's ſomething to buy Pins. 


[Gives him a Parſe. 


Marriage is chargeable. 


aff. but half wiſh'd 


To ſee the Devil, and he's lr abeady. well ' 
What muſt this buy, Rebellion, — Treaſon ? 


Tell me which Way I muſt be damn'd for this. 


Picr. When lat we parted, we'd no Qualms like | 


theſe, 


| But entertain'd each other 8 Thoughts like Men, 


Whoſe Souls were well acquainted. Is the World 


 Reform'd ſince our laſt Meeting? What new Miracles 


Have happen'd ? Has Priuli's Heart relented ? 1 


- Can he be honeſt ? 


aff. Kind Heav'n, let 1 Cults 


: | Gall his old Age; Cramps, Aches rack his Bones, | 
And bittereſt Diſquiet wring his Heart. 


Oh! let him live, till Life become his Burden ; 
Let him groan under't long, linger an Age 


In the work Agonies and Pangs of _ 


And find its Eaſe, but late. 
Pier. Nay, could | thou not 
As well, my Friend, have ftretch'd the Curſe to all 


| The Senate round, as to one fingle Villain? 


Zaff. But Curſes ſtick not: Could I kill with Curling | 


By Heav'n I know not thirty Heads in Venice 


Should not be blaited : Senators ſhould rot 


Like Dogs on Dunghils: But their Wives and Daughters N 


a 


2 May be 3 of in n honeſt Hands i in Venice 


Die of their own Diſeaſes. Oh! f for a Curſe. 
To kill him! 
Picr. Daggers, Daggers a are > much better, 
Taff. H SF--. 
Tier. Daggers. 
Jas. But where are they? 
Pier. Oh! a Thouſand 


24 Var tes . 


Ja. Thou Thou talk'> i In Clouds. 
3 But yet a Heart half ny 
As thine has.been, would find th eaning, Taffer. 
aff. A thouſand ers all in honeft Hands! 
And have not I a Friend will ftick one here ? 
Pier. Yes, if 1 thought thou wert not to be cheriſh'd | 
T' a nobler Purpoſe, I would be that Friend. 
But thou haſt better Friends; Friends, whom thy Wrongs | | 
Have made thy Friends ; Friends worthy to be call'd ſo. 
I'll truſt thee with a Secret : There are Spirits 
This Hour at work. But as thou art a Man, 
Whom I have pick'd and choſen from the World, 
Swear that thou wilt be true to what I utter; 
And when Ive told thee that which only Gods, 
And Men like Gods, are privy to, then ſwear 
No Chance or Change ſhall wreſt it from thy Boſom. 
a. When thou would'it bind me, is there Need of 
— Oaths? ters) 
(Green ſickneſs Girls loſe Maidenheads with ſuch Coun- 


| For thou'rt ſo near my Heart, that thou may'ſt fee 


Its Bottom, ſound its Strength and Firmneſs to thee : 
Is Coward, Fool, or Villain, in my Face? 
If II ſeem none of theſe, I dare believe 

Thou would” & not uſe me in a little Cauſe, 
For I am fit for Flonour's rougheſt Taſk ; 

Nor never yet found Fooling was my Province : 
And for a villainous inglorious Enterprize, 

I know thy Heart ſo well, I dare lay mine 


Before thee, ſet it to what Point thou wilt. 


Picr. Nay, "tis a Cauſe thou wilt be fond of, 7. for: 4 
For it is founded on the nobleſt Baſis, 
Our Liberties, our natural Inheritance ; ; 


There's no Religion, no Hypocriſy 1 1 


We'll do the Buſineſs, and ne'er faſt and pray for't t; | 
_ Openly act a Deed the World may gaze | 
Wich Wonder at, and envy when tis done. 
Ja. For Liberty! „ 
Pier. For Liberty, my Wind 
8 Thou ſhalt be freed from baſe Prialp 8 75 ranny, 
And thy ſequeſler'd Fortunes heal'd again: 
1 hall be free from thoſe e W . 


That 


h'd 


ers) 
Oun- ; 


t; 
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<2 That preſs 1 me now, and bend my Spirit downward. 


All Venice free, and ev wing Merit 


| Succeed to its juſt Right: Fools thall be pull d 


From Wiſdom's Seat; thoſe baleful unclean Birds, 


Thoſe lazy Owls, who (perch'd near Fortune's Top) 
Sit only watchful with their heavy Wings 


To cuff down new fledg'd Virtues, that would rife 
To nobler Heights, a 


make the Grove — 
aß. What can I do? : 


Pier. Canſt thou not kill a Senator: | 
aff. Were there one wiſe or honeſt, I could kill him, —> 


For herding with that Neſt of Fools and Knaves. 
By all my Wrongs, thou talk'ſt as if Revenge 


Were to be had; and the brave Story warms me. 
Pier. Swear then ! 
Jef. I do, by all thoſe glittering 3 

And yon great ruling Planet of the Night, 


By all good Powers above, and ill below, 
By Love and Friendſhip dearer than my Life, 
No Pow'r or Death ſhall make me falſe to thee. 


Pier. Here we embrace, and I'll unlock my Heart. 


A Council's held hard by, where the Deſtruction 
Of this great Empire's hatching : There I'll lead thee, 


But be a Man, for thou' rt to mix with Men 


Tit to diſturb the Peace of all the — orld, 
And d rule it when tis wildeſt — 


Taff. I give thee I hanks 


| For this kind Warning: Yes, I Il be a Man; 3 
And charge thee, 2 rr, whene' er thou ſeeſt * Fe ears 


Betray me leſs, to rip this Heart of mine 
Out of my Breaſt, and ſhew it for a Coward's. 


| Come, let's be gone, for from this Hour 1 chace 
All little Thoughts, all tender human Follies 


Out of my Boſom: ho ſhall have Room : 


Revenge! 


Pier. And Liberty 8 
aff. Revenge ! Revenge — 


The SCENE change: t — a lla, the Greek 


Hegau. 

Enter Renault. : 
Ren. Whyy was my y Choice, Ambition, the 3 8 
C A — 


70 O, Sir, aa * 
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A Wretch can build on? tis indeed, at Diſtance, 
A good Proſpect, tempting to the View; ; | 
The Height delights us, and the Mountain-top 


Looks beautiful, becauſe tis nigh to Heav'n; 
But we ne'er think how ſandy's the Foundation, 


What Storm will batter, and what Tempeſt — us. : 


* there? 
Enter Spinoſa. 

8 pin. Renault, Good- morrow, for, by chis Time, 
1 think the Scale of Night has turn d the Balance, 


And weighs up Morning : Has the Clock firuck Twelve? 


Ren. Ves; Clocks will go as they are ſet: But Man, 


Irregular Man's ne'er conſtant, never certain: 

L' ve ſpent at leaſt three precious Hours of Darkneſs 
55 waiting dull Atterdance ; *tis the Curſe 
Of diligent Virtue to be mixt, like mine, 

0 Wich giddy Tempers, Souls but half reſolv'd. 

| $jin. Hell ſeize that Soul amongſt us, it can frighten, 


Ren. What's then the Cauſe that I am here alone? | 


po Why are we not together? 
| | Enter Eliot. 


Von are an Eng. * When Treaſon- 1's hatching, 


SD One might have thought you'd not have nf 


: hand. 

In what Whore's I ap hare you been lolling ? 

Give but an Exgliſi man his W hore and Eaſe, 

Beef and a Sea-coal Fire, he's your” s for ever. 
Eli. Frenchman, you are ſaucy. 

Ken. How? 

Enter Bedamar 2h Amboſſader, 1 ks 1 
Durand, Brabe, Revillido, . T n Re. 
troſi, Conſpirator _ 6 
_ - "Bed At Diferance, fe? | 
Is this a Time for Quarrels ? Thieves and 8 | 


2 Fall out and brawl : ſhould Men of your high Cong, 15 


Mien ſeparated by the Choice of Providence 
From the groſs Heap of Mankind, and let here 
In this Aſſembly as in one great Jewel, = 

I' adorn the braveſt Purpoſe it & er ſmil'd on; 
Should you, like Boys, * for Trifles? B 


\ 


Ken. Boys! Bed. 


Pd 
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Bid. Renault, thy Hand. 9 
Nen. 1 thought I'd given my Heart 
Long fince to every Man that mingles here; 
hut grieve to find it truſted with ſuch Tempers, 
That can't forgive my forward Age its Weakneſe. 
Bed. Eliot, thou once had'ſt Virtue; I have ſcen 
6 Thy tub:om Temper bend with God. like Gooducts, 
s. Not half thus courted: I is thy Nation's Glory, 
To hug the Foe that offers b,tve Alliance. | 
Once more embrace, my Friends—we'll all embrace — 


„ United thus, we are the mighty Engine 

> Mlaſt twiſt this roote 1 Empire from its Baſis. 
eve“ "Potters not it already? : | 
lan, Eli. Would *twere tumbling, 


Bed. Nay, it hall do- vn: This Night we feal its Rua. 
a TT 
rr, EE 
Come to my Breaſt, for by its Hopes thou look'ſt 
I .ovclily dreadfal, and the Fate of Venice 
hten, Scems on thy Swerd already. Oh! my Mars J 
ne? Ihe Poets, that firll fe'gn'd a God of War, 
EE . e 
Pier. Friends, Was not Bruty, . 
I m an that Brutus, who in open Senate 
g. Stabb' d the firfl C ſar that uſurp'd the World! 
ind A ga lant Man? * | 
1 - Ken. Yes, and Cari/ine tos; ö 
Tuno' Story wrong his Fame: For he confpir'd 
Io prop the reeling Glory of his Country: 8 
JJ. CEE 
Bed. And our's as mucli above it, 
Ass, Renault, thou'rt ſuperior to Ceth. gus, 
neil, Or Pierre to Co/fus. V 
Re Pier. Then to what we aim at 5 
When do we Hart? or mult we talk forever? 
Bed. No. Pierre, the Deed's near Birth: Fate ſeems 
FREE. T.... es 
ing, The Buſineſs up, and given it to our Care: 
ls hope there's not a Heart nor Hand amongſt us, 


„ - 
„ > 2 


Bal 


= "Vanren — 


We'll die with Bedamar. 
_ Bed. O Men | 
Matchleſs ! as will your Glory be Ader: 
The Game is for a matchleſs Prize, if won: 
If loſt, diſgraceful Ruin. 
Ne Whocanloſeit? 
Ihe publick Stock's a Beggar ; one Venetian 
 Trufts not anotker : Look into their Stores 
Of general Safety; empty Magazincs, | 
A tatter'd Fleet, a murmuring unpaid 0-54 
_ Bankrupt Nobility, a harraſs'd Commonalty, 

A factors, gidiy, and divided Senate, | 

Js all the <crength of Ferice : Let's deſtroy it; 
Let's fill their Magazines with Arms to awe them, 


Blan out their Fleet, and make their Trade maintain it; 


l et looſe the murmuring Army on their Maſters, 
To pay themſelves with Plunder; lop their Nobles 


_ 'Fothe biſe Roots, whence moſt of * em firit ſprung ; 
Enflave the Rout, whom Smarting will make humble ; 


Turn out their drori ing Senate, and poſſeſs 


That Scat of Empire which our Souls were fram 'd for. | 


Pier. Ten-thouſand Men are armed at your — 
Commanded all by Leaders ft to guide 
A Battle for the Freedom of the World: 


This wretched State has ſtarv'd 'em in its Service. 


And, by your Bounty quicken'd, the; 're reſolv d 
To ſerve your Glory ; and revenge their own : 
They've all their different Quarters in this City, 


Watch for the Alarm, and grumble *tis fo tardy. 


Bed. | doubt not, Friend, but thy unweary'd Diligence 


Has hill kept waking, and it ſhall have Laſe 
After this Night it is reſolv'd we meet 
No more till Venice ou us for ber Lords. 
Pier. How lovelily the Adliatic M hore, 
Dreſs' di in her Flames, will ſhine ! devouring L 8 ! 
Such as ſhall burn her to the watery Bottom, 
And hiſs in her F oundation. = 
Bed. Now if any 
Amongſt us, that owns this glorious Cau &, 
Have Friends or Intereſt he'd wiſh to f:ve, 
5 Let it be told: Ihe general Doom is ſeal; 


But 


AOL. „ two ay a 


FUR IS WERE 
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But I'd forego the Hopes of a World's Empire, 
Rather M ound the Bowels of my Friend. 

Pier. I muſt confeſs, you there have touch'd my 


] have a Friend, hear it! ſuch a Friend: [ Weakneſs. 
My Heart was ne'er ſhut to him. Nay, I'll tell _ 


He knows the very Buſineſs of this Hour : 
But he rejoices in the Cauſe, and loves it: 


__ We've 1 Vow to live and die together. 
And he's at 8 


d to ratify it here. 
Ren. How ! all betray d. 


Pier. Nove dealt nob! 7 * vou 


I've brought my All into the publick Stock: 


Tad but one Friend, and him [Il ſhare amongſt you : 


Receive and cheriſh kim ; or if, when ſeen 


And ſearch'd, you find him worthleſs ; ; as my Tongue A 
Has lodg'd this Secret in his faithful Breaſt, > 


To eaſe your Fears, I wear a Dagger here 

Shall rip it out again, and give you Reſt. 

Come forth, thou only Good I e' er could boaſt 44 

| | Faver Jather with a Dageer. | 
| Bed. His Preſence bears the Shew of manly Vi irtue. 5 
Jaf 1 know you'il wonder all, that, thus uncall d, 


: 1 dare approach this Place of fatal Councils; 


But l'm amongſt you, and by Heav'n it glad: 1 me. 
To fee fo many Virtues thus united, 


To reſtore Juitice, and dethrone Oppreſſion. SN DENT 
Command this Sword, if you would have it quiet, 
Into this Breait ; but, if you think it worthy 


To cut the I hroats of Keverend Rogues in Robes, 
Send me into the curs'd aſſembled Senate: 
It ſhrinks not, tho' I meet a Father there. 


Wou'd you behold this City flaming ? Here's 

A Hand ſhall bear a hghted Torch at Noon 

To th' Arſenal, and ſet its Gates on Fire. 
Ren. You talk this well, Sir. 


Taff. Nay—by Heav'n 1 N do this. 


Come, —_ 1 read Diſtruſt in all your Faces ; 5 


You fear me a Villain, and indeed it's odd 
To hear a Stranger talk thus, at firſt Meeting 
Of Matters that have been ſo well debated ; 


* 1 come ** wich Wrongs, as you with Councils: 


1 hate 


2 


„ Labour: late and _ every Morning ; ; 
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1 hate this Senate, am a Foe to Venice; 
A Friend to none, but Men refolv'd like me, 
To puſh on Miſchief. Oh! did you but know me, 
I need not tal: thus! | 

Bed. Pierre, T muſt embrace him, 
My Heart beats to this Man as if it knew him. 

Len. | never lov'd theſe Huggers. 
aff. Still I fee 

The Cauſe delights me not. Your Friends ey me, 
As I were dangerous But I come arm'd | 
Againſt all Uoubts, and to your Truſt will give - 
A Pledge worth more than all the World can pay mw 4 
M. Bikvidra. Ho! my Belvidera ? 
Bid. What Wonder next? Fo 
Net me intreat zov, 

As I have henceforth Hope to call ye F riends, 
That all but the Ambaſſador, this 
Gra ve Guide of Councils, with my Friend that owns me, 
5 Withdraw a While to ſpare a Woman's Bluſhes. 

5 [Exeunt all but Bed Ren. Jaff. Pier. 

Bed. Plane, whither will this Ceremony bead wy. 
| . My Betvidera ! Beoidera ! 


Ker Belvidera. 5 1 — 
Belo. Who! 3 


Who calls ſo loud at this late peaceful Hour? 
That Voice was wont to come in gentle Whiſpers, 
And fill my Ears with the ſoft Breath of Love: ET 
Thou hourly [mage of my Thoughts, where art thou? 1 
Faff. Indeed tis late. f 
Belv. Oh! I have ſlept and dreamt, | 
And dreamt again : Where haſt thou been. thou Loiterer? ; 
Tho' my Fyes clos'd, my Arms have {till been open? d; 
Stretch'd every Way beriyixt my broxen Slumbers, 
Io ſearch if thou wer't come to crown my Rett : 
"There's no Repoſe without thee : Oh! the Day 5 | 
Too ſoon will break, and wake us to our Sorrow: {! 
Come, come to Bed, and bid thy Cares Good night. 
N 70 Oh! Belvidira ! we mult change the Scene 
In which the paſt Delights of Love were taſted : 
The Poor ſleep little; we muſt learn to watch 


: = 


_ 'Miek 


1 
; * 
% 2 


Will my Love caſt me o 
Offended him ſo highly, that he'll leave me? 
Why drag you from me? Whither are you going? 


| And with her this, when I prove unworthy— 
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"Midſt Winter Froſts, thin clad and fed with 
| Riſe to our Foils, and drudge away the Day. 


Bielv. Alas! where am I! — youlead me! 


Methinks I read Diſtraction in your Face, 


Something 1.ſs gentle than the Fate you tell me: 


| You ſhake and tremble too! your Blood runs cold ! 
Heav'ns guard my Love, and — his Heart with Pa- 


tience. 
off. That I have Patience, let our Fate bear Witneſs, = 


| Who has ordain'd it ſo, that thou and I, 
(Thou, the divineſt Good Man e'er poſleſs'd, 

And J, the wretched" of the Race of Man) 

This very Hour, without one Tear, muſt part. 


Belw. Part! mult wg 71 2 Oh! am Then forſaken? | 5 
? Have my ortunes 


My Dear! my Life! my Love! 
aff. Oh! Friends ! 
Belwy Peak to me. 


aff. Take her from my Heart, 


_ She'll gain ſuch Hold eiſe, I hall ne' er get looſe; 
I charge thee take her, but with tender ſt Care, 


Relieve her Troubles, and aſfwage her Sorrows. | | 
Ren. Riſe, Madam, and command among your Ser- | 


vants. 


Faff. To you, Sirs, and your Honours, Tbequeath her, | 


[Gives a Dagger. . 


Vou le the reſt A ſtrike it to her Heart; 
And tell her, he who three whole happy Years 


Lay in her Arms, and ench Night repeated 


I) he paſſi nate Vows ſtill of increafing Love, 
Sent that Reward for all her Truth and Sufferings. 


Belv. Nay, take my Life, ſince he has ſold it „ 3 


To Or fend me to fome diftane Clime your Slave ; 
But let it be far off, leſt my Complainings = 
Should reach his guilty Ears, and ſhake his Peace. 


Faff. No, Belvidera, I've contriv'd thy — 


Truſt to my Faith, and be but Fortune kind 
| To me, as Pl preſerve hat * 3 5 


Wen 
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When next we meet, I'll lift thee to a Height 
Shall gather all the gazi 4 about thee, 
To wonder what firange Virtue plac'd thee here. 


But if we ne'er meet more 2 
Belwv. Oh! thou unkind one; | 7 


Ne'er meet more! have I deſerv'd this from you? HE 


Look on me, tell me, tell me; ſpeak thou dear Decciver, 
Why am I ſeparated from thy Love? 
If 1 am falſe, accuſe me; but if true, 
Don't, prithee don't, in poverty forſake me; 
But pity the ſad Heart, that's torn with Parting. 5 
Yet 38 yet recal me [Ex. Ren. Bed. and Belo. | 
aff. Oh! my Eyes, 

| Look not that Way, but turn yourſelves a While 
Into my Heart, and be wean d altogether, 
My Friend, where art thou? 

Pier. Here, my Honour's Brother. 

Taff. Is Belxid ra gone? 

Picr. Renault has led her 
Back to her own Apartment ; but, by Heav' ns, 

| Thou mutt not {ce her more till our * ork” 5 over. | 

Faff. No: . | 

= Not for your Life. 5 
| Oh! Pierre, wer't thou but "= | 
| ma I would pull thee down into my Her. 3 
Gaze on thee till my Eye- ſtrings crack d with Love 
Till all my Sinews with its Fire extended, 
Fix'd me upon the Rack of ardent Longing : 
Then, ſwelling, fighing, raging to be bleif, 
Come like a panting 'Turtle to thy Breaft ; 
On thy ſoft Boſom hovering, bill and play, 
Confeſs the Cauſe why aft fled away ; 
Own 'twas a Fault, but ſwear to give it 0 'er, | 8 
And never — fake Ambition more. „enn 


ACT 


5 Ant. Nach, Nacky, Nacky 
Hurry, durry. I am come, little Nacky, paſt Eleven o' 
Clock, a late Hour; Time in all Conſcience to go to Bed, 
__  Nacky 
lina, quilina, quilina, quilina, Aquilina, Nagquilina, 
Naquilins, Acky, Acky, Nacky, Nacky, Queen Nacky 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 


Enter Aquilina and her Maid. | 
Aqui TELL him I am gone to Bed; tell kim Jam 
85 not at Home ; tell him I've better Company 
with me, or any thing: Tell him, in ſhort, I will not 
ſez him, the eternal troubleſome vexatious Fool: He's 


worfe Company than an ignorant Phyſician —— I'll not 


be difturb'd at theſe unſeaſonable Hours. | 
 Vaid. But, Madam! He's here already, juſt enter d 
the Doors. | | 


eu. Turn him out again, you unneceſlary, uſeleſs, 7 
giddy-brain'd Aſs: If he will not be gone, ſet the Houſe 
a fire, and burn us both: I'd rather meet a Toad in my 


Diſh, than that old hideous Animal in my Chamber to 
Night. „ 5 1 | 
Enter Antonio. . 

how doſt do, Nacky ? 


Nacky, did I ſay ? Ay, Nacky, Aquilina, lina, 


—— come, let's to Bed — you Fubbs, you Pugg 


you you little Puſs ——Furree, Tuzzy —— TI am a 


Senator. 


Aqui. You are a Fool, I am ſure. 


Aut. May be ſo too, Sweet heart. Never the worſe 
Senator for all that. Come, Nac, Nich, let's have a 
Game at Romp, Nacky. 2 BY 


Agui. You would do well, Signor, to be troubleſome _ 
here no longer, but leave me to myſelf ; be ſober and go 
Home, Sir. e 


Ant. Home. N. ddmna! 5 | | 
Agui. Ay, Home, Sir. Who am I? 8 
Ant. Nladna, as I take it, you are my —— you are 


._ thou art my little NI, Neacky that's all 


Aqui, I fd you are refolv'd to be troubleſome ; and 


ſo to awe ſhort of the Matter in fe Words, I hate you, 


deteſt 


25 you. 
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deteſt you, loath you, I am weary of you, ſick of you 


hang you, you are an old, filly, impertinent, impotent, 
ſollicitous Coxcomb ; crazy in your Head, and lazy in 


| your Body, love to be meddling with every thing, and, 
if you had no Money, you are good for nothing. 


A. Good for nothing! Hurry durry, I'll ery that 
preſently. Sixty one Veamold, and good for nothing 


that's brave. [To the Maid] Come, come, come 
Mrs. Fiadle- Faddle, turn you out for a Seaſon: Go, turn 


= out, I ſay, it is our Will and Pleaſure to be private ſome 


Moments —— out, out, when you are bid too [P/ 
Her out and licks the Door] Good for nothing you ſay ? 
Aqui. Why, what are you good for? 3 


Aut. In the firſt Place, Madam, I am old, and con- 


ſequently very wiſe, very wiſe, Madona, d'ye mark that? 


In the ſecond Place, take Notice, if you pleaſe, that | am 


a Senator, and when, I think fit, can make Speeches, 
 Madona. Hurry durry, I can make a Speech in the 


Senate Houſe now and then would make your Hair 


enn 
ſilent here, I ſhould thank 


Ant. Why, 1 can make Speeches to thee too, my 


_ Houſe? If you would but be f, 


"7 Madona ; for Example —— My cruel Fair one, 
ta 


les out a Purſe of Gold, and at every Pauſe ſhakes it. 4 
Since it is my Fate, that you ſhould with your Servant 
angry prove; tho' late at Night ——I hope tis not too 


late with this to gain Reception {or my Love — There's 


3 


for thee, my little Nici Nacky——take it, here take it — 


I fay take it, or I'll throw it at your Head how now, 


Rebel! 72 5 


Azul. Truly, my illuftrious Senator, I muſt confeſs 
your Honour is at preient molt profoundly eloquent in- 


Art. Very well: Come, now let's fit down and think 
upon't a little come, fit, I ſay — ſit down by me a 
little, my Nicky Necky, ha [C Siis daun] Hurry dur- 


ry—— good for nothing 


Ami. No, Sir, if you plezſe, I can know my Diſtance, 


and ſtand. 


Ant. 


— —— —— oy — 


3 


1 


5 move me 
i * waugh, bough waugh 
Aqui, Hold, hol, hold, Sir, I beech you: What ist 


| you do? If Curs bite, they mult be kick d, Sir: Do you : 
| lee, kick'd thus. 
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Ant. Stand! How? Nach up and I down! _ then 


P 


Shew me a Caſe more - pitiful who can, 
A ſtanding Woman, « 4 a falling Man. 


Hurry durry—not ſit down—lſee ye Gods. 
You won't fit down ? 

Aqui. No, Sir. . | | TY 
* Then look you now, 7, ſuppoſe me a Bull, a Baſan- 


Bull, the Bull of Bulls, or any Bull. Thus up I get, and 
with my Brows thus bent! broo, I ſay, I broo, | broo, 
ll broo. Vou won't ſit down will you—l broo — | 


[ Bellows like a Bull, and drives her about. 
Aqi. Well, Sir, I muſt endure this. [ She fits down. ] 
Now your Honour has been a Bull, pray what Beait 


wil! your Worſhip pleaſe to be next? 


Art. Now I'll be a Senator again, and thy Lover, 


| little Vicky Nacky. [He fets by her.] Ah! Toad, Toad, 
_ Toad, Toad ! ſpit in my Face a little, Nacky per! in 
1 Face. prithee, ſpit in my Face, never ſ) litt e: Spit 
but a little bit —ſpit, ſpit, ſpit, ſpit when you are bid, 1 
| lay; do, prithee ſpit now, now, now, ſpit; vat, vou 
won't ſpit, will you? Then Jil be a Dog. 


Aqui. A Dog, my Lord! 

Aut. Ay a Dog—and I ll give thee this Cother Purſe 
to let me be a 1 uſe me like a Dog a little. 
Hurry durry — I Vill here 'tis.— [Gives the Purſe. 

Aqui. Well, with all my Heart. Bat let me beſecch 


+: your Dogſhip to play your Tricks over as faſt as you can, 
that you may come to ſtinking the ſooner, and be turn'd 
out of Doors as you deſerve. 


| Ant. Ay, ay — no matter for that chat ſhan't 
[ He gets under the Table.] Now, bough, 
[ Barks like a Dog. 


Ant. Ay, with all my Heart : Do, kiek, kick on, now 


"2 am under the Table, kick again kick harder —— 


harder yet, boogh waungh waugh, —_— _ — : 


e by the Legs, you Rogue 
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odd Il have a Snap at thy Shins—bough waugh waugh, 


_ waugh, bough ——odd, the kicks bravely— 
Aqui. Nay, then I'll go another Way to work with | 
you: And J think here's an Inilrument fit for the Pur- 
| poſe! | Fetches a Whip and a Bell. 
nat, bite your Miſtreſs, Sirrah ! out of Doors you 
Dog, to Kennel, and be hang'd — bite your Miſtreſs | 

be awhips him. | 
Ant. Nay, prithee Nacky, now thou art too loving : L 
Hurry durry, odd, I'll be a Dog no longer. 
Aqui. Nay, none of your Fawning and Grinning : But 
be gone, or here's the Diſcipline: What, bite your 
 Miltreſs by the Leg, you — 2 out of Doors —— 
hout, hout, to 1 Sirrah! 
Au. This is very barbarous Com, tits very bar- 
barous; look you, I will not go——1 will not ſtir from ( 
the Door, that I relolve ——hurry 1 what, ſhut me 


Azui. Ay, and if you come here any more to Ni he, | 
I'll have my Footmen lug you, you C Cur: What, bite 1 
your poor Miſtreſs Nacky, Sirrah! 9 


Enter Maid. F 
| Maid. Heav' ns! Madam, what's the Matter! ? 1 
IA. howls at the Door like a ys . 
Auui. Call my Footmen hither preſently. f 
Enter two Foot men. | 
Maid. They re here already, Madam, all the Houſe is 
alarm ' d with a ftrange Noiſe, that no body knows what 
to make of. 1 
Aqui. Go, all of you. and turn that e Beaſt 3 
in the next Room out of my Houſe If I ever ſee him 
within theſe Walls again, without my Leave for his Ad- 
mittance, you ſneaking Rogues — [ll have you poiſon d. 
all poiſon'd like Rat-; every Corner of the Houſe ſhall * 
ſtink of one of you: Go, and learn hereafter to know wy | 
Pleaſure. So now for ** Pierre. 9 | | 


7 8 aohen the Codlike Lover is Aber 1 
We ow. our Foa's and as 5 ES: ¶Exeunt. 


SCENE 


When B.lwidera's Tears, her Cries, and Sorrous, 
Were not deſpis'd; when if ſhe chanc'd to ſigh, 

Or look but ſad; 
Wien faficr would have ta'en her in his Arms, 
Eas 'd her declining IIcad upon his Breafft, 
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8 CE N E II. 


Enter Belvidera. 9 5 
Belv. I'm ſacrificd ! I'm ſold ! betray A to Shame! 


Inevitable Ruin has inclos'd me! 
No ſooner was I to my Bed repair d, 


To weigh and (weeping ponder m Condition, 
But the old hoary Wretch, to whoſe falſe 9 
My Peace and Honour was annie, came 


(Like Tarquin ) ghaſtly with infernal —_ 
Oh! thou Roman Lucrece! thou could'ſt find Friends to 
vindicate thy Wron 


| bs. 
1 never had but one, and he's prov 'd falſe : 


He, that ſhould guard my Virtue, has betray d it; 


Left me! Undone me! Oh that I could hats him! 
Where ſhall I go? Oh whither, whither wander! 


Enter Jaffier. 
72 F. Can Belvidira want a Reſting- place, 


When theſe poor Arms are open to receive her ? 
Oh! 'tis in vain to ſtruggle with Deſires. 
_ is my Love to thee; for, every Moment 


rom thy Sight, the Heart within my Boſom 


: | 1 like a tender Infant in its Cradle, 


Whoſe Nurſe had left it: Come, and with the Song 


Of gentle Love perſuade it to its Peace. 


Belv. I fear the ſtubborn Wanderer will not own me, 
Tis grown a Rebel to be rul'd no longer, 


E Scorrs the indulgent Boſom that firſt lull'd it; * 
And, lige a diſobedient Child, diſdain; 7 
Tae "ſoft Authority of 1. 


 Faff. There was a Time 
Belwv. Yes, yes, there was a Time 


there was indeed a Time 


A And never eft her till he found the Cauſe. 


| Eut let her now v. cep Seas, 


Cry till he rend tue Earth, feh till ſhe but 


ä 


| Pe 
2 
783 « 
: 5 ; 
- : ; 
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Her Heart aſunder ; ftill he bears it all, 


Deaf as the Wind, and as the Rocks anthaken. 


aff. Have I been deaf? Am I that Rock unmov 'd, 
Againſt whoſe Root Tears beat, and Sighs are lent? , 


In vain have I beheld thy Sorrows calm! 7 | 
_ Witneſs againſt me, Heav'ns, have I done this? 
Then bear me in a "Whirlwind back again, 


And let that angry dear One ne'er forgive me, 


Oh! thou too raſhly cenſur ſt of my Love! 
Could' ſt thou but think how 1 have ſpent this Night, 


Dark and alone, no Pillow to my Head, 


Reſt in my Eyes, nor Quiet in my Heart ! 


Thou would'ſt not, Belvidera. fire thou would ſt not 


Talk to me thus, dut like a pitying Angel, 


Spreading thy Wings, come ſettle on my Breaft, 


And hatch warm Comforts there, e're Sorrows freeze it. 


Beko. Why then, pcor Mourner, in what baleful Corner 


Haſt thou been talking with that Witch the Night ? 
On what cold Stone halt thou been ſtretch'd along, 
Gathering the grumbling Winds about thy Head, 
To mix with theirs the Accents of thy Woes ? 

Ch! now I find the Cauſe my Love forſakes me: 
I am no longer fit to bear a Share 


In his Concernments : My weak female Virtue 5 
M.uſt not be truſted: Tis too frail and tender. 


Jab. Oh! Poraa! Porcia What a Soul was thine ? 
Be. w. That Porcia was a Woman; and when Brutus, 


| Big with the Fate of Rome, (Heav'n guard thy Safety 5 


ConceaPd from her the Labours of his Mind ; 


She let him ſee her Blood was great as his, 
Flow'd from a Spring as noble, and a Heart 
Fit to partake his Troubles, as his Love. 
Fetch, fetch that Dagger back, the dreadful Dower 
Thou gav'ſt laſt Night in parting with me; firike it 


Here to my Heart, and, as the Blood flows from it, 
Judge if it run not pure as Cato's Daughter's. 
Fa. Thou art too good, and I indeed unworthy, | 


Unworthy ſo much Virtue: Teach me how 
I may deſerve ſuch matchleſs Love as thine, , 


And ſee with what Attention I'll obey thee. 
| bei. Dor not deſpiſe me: That“ 0 the All J af. 


«a | i 
Jef. 
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Toft. Deſpiſe the: Hear me 
Bals. Oh! thy charming Tongue 
Is but too wel! acquainted with my Weaknels ; 
Knows, let it name but Love, my melting Heart 
Diſfſolves within my Breaſt; till with clos d Eyes 
' T reel into thy Arms and all's forgotten. 
Ja. What ſhall I do? 
| Bald. Tell me, be juſt, and tell me, 
Why dwells that buſy Cloud upon thy Face? 
Why am I made a Stranger? Why that Sign, 
| And I not know the Caule? Why when the W ould 
16 wrapp 'd in Reft, why chuſcs then my Love 
To wander up and down in horrid Darkre', 
Loathing his Bed, and theſe defiring Arm: ? 

Why are thiſe Eyes blood ſhot with tedious W. uching 
Why flats he now? and looks as if he wh d 
His Fate vere fiaiſl. d? Tell me, caſe my Fear; 

Lei, when we next tire mect, I want the Power 
Jo ſearch into the 1 of thy Mind, 
|=; But talk ac willy then as thou lookꝰſt —_y 
Jab, Oh! Eil vidira 38 
Helv. Why was J laſt Night delver d i to a a Villain? 
Feff. Ha! a Villain? 25 
Bev. Ves, to a Villain! Why at ſuch an a Hour 
Meets that Afembly all made up of Wretches, 
> That look as Hell had drawn them into League ? 
Why, I in this Hand, and in that a Dagger, 
Vas I deiiver'd with fach dreadful Ceremonies? 
To you, Sirs, aud to your Honour, I bequcath her 
Aud evith bir this: N hene er I prove unworthy, 
* You hnow the reſt, then ſtrike it to her Heart. 
Oh! why's that ref conceal'd from me? malt JI: 
be made the Hoſtage of a kelliſh Truſt ? 
Tor ſuch I know lam; that's all my Value: 
Baut, by the Love and 10 yalty I owe thee, | 
Tlll free thee from the Bondage of theſe Slaves; 
Strait to the Senate, tell 'em all I know, . 
25 All that U think, all that my Fears inform me. 
Fa. Is this the Roman Virtue! this the Blood 
That boalts its Purity with Cato's Daughter! 
Would fhe kave ca 7 betray d her Brutus ? 


9 2 Dev. 


* 
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Bev. No: 

For Brutus truſted her: Wer t than ſo kind, 
What would not Belvidera ſuffer for thee ? 

: 1 I fhall _ myſelf, and tell thee all. 

: me as Iam a Woman, 
Zut as a Bone, any vn Mee thy Friend; who long 
Has had Admiſſion to thy Heart, and there 
Study d the Virtues of thy gallant Nature: 


y 
And, bold as thou, can ſuffer or deſpiſe 
The worſt of Fates for thee, and with thee ſhare 'em. 


7Zaff. Oh! thou divineſt Powers! look down and heat 


My Prayers! inſtru& me to reward this Virtue ! 
Yet think a little, e're thou tempt me further ; 
Think I've a Tale to tell will ſhake thy Nature, 
| Melt all this boaſted Conſtancy thou talk ſt of 
Into vile Tears and deſpicable Sorrows: 
Then if thou ſhould'ſt betray me! 
Belv. Shall I ſwear? 
Taff. No, do not ſwear: I wool not Lohe 


ON TH tender Nature with ſo rude a Bond: 


Baut as thou hop'ſt to ſee me live my Days. 932 
And love thee long, lock this within thy Breaſt: 

I've bound m by all the an Sacraments, 

Divine and Human —— | 

Baelv. Speak! ! | 

Ja. To kill thy Father — 

155 Belv. My Father! 8 

Taff. Nay, the Throats of the whole Senate 

Shall bleed, my Be/widera : He, amongſt us, 

That ſpires his Father, Brother, or his Friend, 


Is damn'd. How rich and beauteous will the F ace 
Of Ruin look, when theſe wide Streets run Blood? 


I, and the glorious Partners of my Fortune, 
: Shouting, and ſtriding o'er the proftrate Dead, 


Still to new Waſte; whilſt thou, far off in Safety, 


Smiling, ſhalt ſee the Wonders of our Daring ; 


And, when *** comes, with Praile an. Love receire 2 


me. 


Balu. Oh! 4 
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J. Have a Care, and ſhrink not even in n Thought: ; 
For it thou doſt —— 
| Belv. I know it, thou wilt kill me. | 
Do, ſtrike thy Sword i into this Boſom : Lay me 
Dead on the Earth, and then thou wilt be lake. 
Murder my Father! tho his cruel Nature 
Has perſecuted me to my Undoing ; 
Driven me to baſeſt Wants; can I behold him, 
With Smiles of Vengeance, butcher'd in his Age ? 
The ſacred Fountain of my Life deſtroy'd ? 
And can'ſt thou ſhed the Blood that gave me B ing? 
Nay, be a Traytor too, and fell thy Country ? 
Can thy great Heait deſcend fo vilely low, 
Mix with Sir d Slaves, Bravoes, and common Stabbers, 
Noſe- ſlitters, Alley-lurking Villains! join 
With ſuch a Crew, and take a Ruffian's Wages 
To cut the Throats of Wretches as they 9 "of 
Zaf. Thou vwrong'ſt me, Belvidera ! I've engag gd 


With Men of Souls; fit to reform the IIIs 


Of all Mankind: There's not a Heart amongſt them 


ZBaut's ſtout as Death, yet honeſt as the Nature 


| Of Man firſt made, e're Fraud and Vice were F aſhions. 5 
Belv. What's he, to whoſe curs'd H ands laſt N _ thou 
gav'ſt me? | 


Was that well done? Oh! I ad tell a Story | 


Would rouze thy Lion-Heart out of its Den, 


And make it rage with terrifying Fury. 
Faff. Speak on, I charge thee. 
j Belo. Oh! my Love, if e'er 
Thy Bikidera's Peace deſerv'd thy Care, 
Remove me from this Place: Laſt Night, laſt Night! 
Jaff. Diſtract me not, but give me all the Truth, 
Belv. No ſooner wert thou gone, and T alone, 
Left in the Power of that old Son of Miſchief; 
Dou ſooner was Þ lain on my ſad Bed; | 
hut that vile Wretch apfroach'd me, SY ab , 
Ready for Violation: Ihen my Heart 
Throbb'd with its Fears: Oh! how I wept and ſigh” a! ? 
And ſhrunk and trembled ! with'd in vain for him 
That thould pr: teet me! Thou, alas! wert gone. 
Fatt Pat Hence ' tweet Heav' n S 
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| Bebw. He drew the hideous Dagger forth thou gav N him, 
And with upbraiding Smiles he ſaid, Behold it, 
This is the Pledge of a falſe Huſband's Love: 


And in my Arms then preſs'd, and would have claſp'd mes |. 


But with my Cries I ſcar'd his coward Heart, 
Till he wi , and mutter'd Vows to Hell. 


Theſe are thy Friends ! with theſe thy Life, thy Honour, 


Thy Love all ftak'd, and all will go to Ruin. 
8 Taff No more; I charge rec, "Gar this Secret cloſe ; 
| Clear up thy Sorrows, look as if thy Wrongs 
Were all for ot, and treat him like a Friend, 

| As no Complaint were made. No more, retire, 

| Retire, my Life, and doubt not of my Honour; 

I'I heal its Failings, and deſerve thy Love. 
_ Oh! — = with thee, I fear thou wilt 
ger leave me, and return no more. 


3 — 4 no more! I would not live without thee : | 


Another Night to purchaſe the Creation. 
„ en ſhall we meet again? lg 
Ja,. Anon at Twelve 

Ti ſteal myſelf to thy expecting Arms, 

Come like a a travell'd Dove, ang . thee Peace. 
Belv. Indeed! 
Jatf. By all our Loves. 
Baelv. Tis hard to part: 

But ſure no Falſhood ever look'd 0 fairly. 


Farewel, remember Twelve. | IA. 


Faff. Let Heav'n forget me, 
| When I remember not thy Truth, thy Love. : 
How curs'd is my Condition, toſs d and —_ 
From every Corner; Fortune's common Fool, 
Ihe Jeſt of Rogues, an inſtrumental Aſs 
For Villains to jay Loads of Shame upon, 

And drive about juſt for their Eaſe and Scorn. 

Enter Pierre. 

Pier. Je: VVV 
Ja. Who calls? 
Pier. A Friend, that could have wild 


Tuhave found thee otherwiſe employ'd: What hunt 


A Wife on the dull Soil! ſure a ſtaunch Huſband 
Of all Hounds is che alen. Wil 880 mer, 


Never 
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Never be wean'd from Caudles and Confections? 
What feminine Tale haſt thou been liſt' ning to, 


Of unair'd Shirts, Catarrhs and Tooth-ach, got 


| By thin-ſol'd Shoes? Damnation! that a Fellow, 


Choſen to be a Sharer in the DeſtruQtion | 
Of a whole People, ſhould ſneak thus in Corners, 
; To eaſe his fulſome Luſts, and fool his Mind. 
-  — _ May not a Man then trifle out an Hour ” 
With a kind Woman, and not wrong his ng? 4 
Pier. Not in a Cauſe like ours. 

aff. Then, Friend, our Cauſe 


= * in a damn'd Condition: For I'll tell thee, 


That Canker-worm, call'd Leachery, has touch'd it; 
'Tis tainted vilely : Would'ſ thou think it; — 
(That mortify'd old wither'd Winter- Rogue) oe 
Loves ſimple Fornication like a Prieſt ; 


I found him out for watering at my Wife; ; 


He viſited her lat Night like a kind Guardian: 


. Faith, ſhe has ſome Temptation, that's the Truth on't. 


Pier. He durſt not wrong his Truſt. 

Taff. "Twas ſomething late tho 

1 o take the F reedom of a Lady's Chamber. 

Pier. Was ſhe in Bed? 

Ja. Yes, Faith, in Virgin- ſheets 
| White as her Boſom, Pierre, diſh'd neatly up, 
Might tempt a weaker Appetite to taſte. 

Oh! how the old Fox ſtunk I warrant thee, 

When the rank Fit was on him. 7 

Pier. Patience, guide me: 

5 He us'd no Violence! | 

Fa. No, no, out on't, W 5 

Play'd with her Neck! bruſh'd her with his grey | Beard, 


Struggl'd and towz'd, tickl'd her till ſhe ſqueak d a lacle, | 


May be, or fo but not a Jot of — 
Pier. Damn him. 

Jaff. Ay, ſo ſay I: But, huſh, no more on t; ; 
All 8 is well, and 1 believe | 
My ſelf no Monſter yet: Tho' no Man 3 


What Fate he's born to: Sure 'tis near the Hour 


Wo. all ſhould meet for our concluding Orders: 


5 * ill the ee be here i in Fenton: * 
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Pier. No: he has ſent Commiſion to that Villain Renal Ty 


To give the executing Charge: 

I'd have thee be a Man, if poſlible, 

And keep thy Temper ; for a brave Revenge 
Ne er comes too late. 

Jaff. Fear not, I am cool as Patience: 
Had he compleated my Diſhonour, rather 
Than hazard the Succeſs our Hopes are ripe for, 
I'd bear it all with mortifying Virtue. 

Pier. He's yonder, coming this _ through the Fall; 
His Wag ſeem full. | 
| _ Prithee retire and leave me 
With him alone: I'll put him to ſome Trial ; 
See how his rotten Part will bear the Touching. 


Pier. Be careful then. z [Exit WT 


Faff. Nay, never doubt, but truſt me. 
What, be a Devil! take a damning Oath 
For ſhedding native Blood! Can there be a Sin 
1 n merciful Repentance | ? Oh! this Villain! 
Enter Renault. 3 
Nen. Perverſe and peeviſh : What a Slave is "mY 
To let his itchiag Fleſh thus get the better of him? 
| Diſpatch the Tool her . were ws 
Who's there? 
Taff. A Man. 
Ren. My Friend, my near any 


The Hoſtage of your Faith, my * beantons Charge, is 


very well. 
JF. Sir, are you fare of that ? ; 
Stands ſhe in perfect Health? Beats her Pulſe ever? 
Neither too hot nor cold? 
Ren. What means that Queſtion? 5 
Ja. Oh! Women have fantaſtick Conftitutions, 
Inconftant as their Wiſhes, always wavering, | 
And never fix d: Was it not boldly done 
Exen at firſt Sight to truſt the Thing L lov'd 
(A tempting Treaſure too) with Youth fo fare 


Andl vigorous as thine? But thou art honeſt. 


Ren. Who dare accuſe me? 
Ju. Curs'd be he that doubts 
Thy Virtue, 1 have tr) 41 it, an. declare, 
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Were I to chuſe a Guardian of my Honour, | 
Id put it in thy Keeping: For I know thee. 
Ren. Know me! 
Taff. Ay, know thee: There's no Falſtood in thee, 
Thou bob f juſt as thou art: Let us embrace. 
Now would” thou cut my Throat, or 10 cut thine? 

| Ren. Lou dare not do't. | 

aff. You lye, Sir. 
. How! 


Jaff. No more. 
„Tis a baſe World, od 1 


= Enter Spinoſa, Theodore, Eliot, Revellido, Durand, | 


Bramveil, and the reſt of the — 
Nen. Spinoſa, "Theodore ! © 
Spin. The ſame. | 
Ren. You are welcome, 
3 Vou are trembling, Sir. 
z. Tis a cold Night indeed; I am 
Full of Decay, and natural Infrmities: 
We ſhall be warm, my Friends, I ho To- morrow. 
Pier. Twas not well done; thou fl 


Je Damn him, let him . on't. - 
' Heav'n! where am I? beſet with curſed Friends, | | 


oy That wait to damn me! What a Devil's * 2 


When he forgets his Nature——huſh, 
Ren. My Friends, tis late : Are we af {abled all? 
Where's Theodore ? e 


Theo. At hand. 
Ken. S. inzſa. 
Sin. Here. 
Ren. St: 
Bram. I am ready. 


: Ren. Durand and Brabe. 


Dur. Command us; 
We are both prepar d. 
Nen. Mexzana, Revellido, | 
Ternon, Retrofi: Oh! you're Men 1 find, 
Fit to behold your Fate, and meet her Summons : 
To-morrow's rifing Sun muſt ſee you all 


| Deck'd in your Honours; 3 are e the Soldiers ready. 
All, All, all. 


= —— | 


1 10 have froak d Is 
And not have gall'd him. 5 0» 
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| Let us remember through what dreadful Hazards 
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Ren. You, Durand, with your Thouſand muſt poſſeſs 


St. Mark's; you, Captain, know your Charge already ; 


Tis to ſecure the Ducal Palace: You, 

Brabe, with a Hundred more muſt gain the Secque ; 
With the like Number, Bramweil, to the Procurale. 
Be all this done with the leaſt Tumult poſſible, 
Till in each Place you poſt ſufficient Guards: 
Then ſheathe your Swords in every Breaſt you meet. 


Jef. Oh! reverend Cruelty ! damn'd bloody V lain! | 


Ken. During this Execution, Durand, you 

Muſt in the Midſt keep your Battalia falt; 
And, Theodore, be ſure to plant the Cannon | 
_ That may command the Streets; whilſt Rewellide, 
 Mazzano, Ternon, and Retroſi guard you. | 
This done, we'll give the general Alarm, 
Apply Petards, and force the Arſ'nal Gates; 
Then fire the City round in ſeveral Places, 


Or with our Cannon (if it dare reſiſt) 


Batter to Ruin. But above all I charge you 
Shed Blood enough, ſpare neither Sex nor Age, 
Name nor Condition; if there live a Senator 
After To-morrow, though the dulleſt Rogue 
That e'er ſaid nothing, we have loſt our Ends: 


If poſſible, let's kill the very Name 


Of Senator, and bury it in Blood.  _ 
Faff. Mercileſs, horrid Slave, —Ay, Blood enough ! 


Shed Blood enough, old Renau/t ! how thou charm'ſt me! | . 


Ren. But one thing more, and then Farewel, till Fate 
Join us again, or ſeparate us ever : 5 
Firſt let's embrace. Heav'n knows who next ſhall thus 
Wing ye together: But let's us all remember  _ 
Wie wear no common Cauſe upon our Swords: 


Let cach Man think that on his fingle Virtue 


| Depends the Good and Fame of all the reit; 
Eternal Honour, or perpetual Infamy. _ 
Propitious Fortune hitherto hath led u: 
How often on the Brink of ſome Diſcovery 


| Have we ſtood tottering, yet ſtill kept our Ground 


So well, that the buſieſt Searchers ne er could follow | 
| Thoſe ſubtle Tracks which puzzled all Suſ icion? 
| . vou droop, Sir. | be 1 8 


of. 


Burning with Flames rather from 


With all that fad Diſorder can produce, 


Then let us call to mind, my deareſt Fr riends, 
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Taff. No: with moſt profound Attention 
I've heard it all, and wonder at thy Virtue. | 4 
Ren. Tho? there be yet few Hours 'twixt them and "of 
Are not the Senate lull'd in full Security, [ Ruin, | ; 
Quiet and fatisfy'd, as Fools are always ? 
Never did fo profound Repoſe fore-run 
| Calamity fo great: Nay, our good Fortune 
| Fas blinded the moſt piercing of Mankind, 
Strengthen' d the fearfulleſt, charm'd the moſt fuſpeAtul, i 
Confounded the moſt ſubtle : For we live, £5 
We live, my Friends, and quickly ſhall our _ RE || 
| Prove fatal to theſe Tyrants: Let's conſider, wy 
That we deſtroy Oppreſſion, Avarice, 3 
A People nurs'd up equally with Vices 
And loathſome Luſts, which Nature moſt abhors, 
And ſuch as without Shame ſhe cannot ſuffer. | - 
Ja. Oh! Belvidera, take me to thy Arms, | Y M1 
And thew me where's my Peace, for I have loſt it. ma. | 1 
Ren. Without the leaſt Remorſe then let's reſolve 7 2TH 
With Fire and Sword texterminate theſe Tyrants; = 
And when we ſhall behold theſe curs'd Tribunals 
Stain'd by the Tears and _— s of the Innocent, 
eav'n than ours, 
The raging, furious, and unpitying Soldier | -_ - 1a 
Pulling his reeking Dagger from the Boſoms | _ 
Ok gaiping Wretches ; Death in every Quarter, TY 


Jo make a Spectacle of Horrour ; then, 1. 2 li * 


1 
That there is nothing pure upon the Earth; = }F 
That the moſt valu'd Things have moſt Alters, : 
and that in Change of all thoſe vile Enormities, | 
Under whoſe Weight this wretched Country labours, = ( lf 
: The Means are only in our Hands to crown them. 1 
| | 
] 
} 


Pier. And may thoſe Powers above, that are Propitious 
10 gallant Minds, record this Cauſe and bleſs it. 
Ken. Thus happy, thus ſecure of all we with for, © 
Should there, my Friends, be found amongſt us one | -:.- 25 
Falſe to this glorious Eaterprize, what Fate, 5 | | | 
What Vengeance were enough for ſuch a Villain? * 
E. Death here, without Rep Leu hereafter. 


. 


A Dagger — 
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. Ren. 1 if, as here I ſtand, 
Liſted by Fate amongſt her darling Sons, 

"Tho" I had one only Brother, dear by all 

The ſtricteſt Ties of Nature; tho' one Hour 

WE nec} oy gn one Fortune fed our Wants, 
One onl y Love, and that but of each other, 


Still $11'4 our Minds: Could I have ſuch a Friend 
b | in this Cauſe, and had but Ground to fear 


e meant foul Pay; may his right Hand drop from me, 


If I'd not hazard all my future Peace, 
And ftab him to the * before you. Who ? | 


Who would do leſs? would'it hou not, Pierre, the ſame? | 
Pier. You've fingled me, Sir, out for this hard Queition, T | 


As if twere ſtarted only for my Sake: 

Am I the thing you fear? Here, here's my Boſom, 
Search it with all your Swords: Am I a Traytor ? 

| Ren, No: But J fear your late commended F rien 
Is little leſs : Come, Sirs, tis now no Time 


| ; To trifle with our Safety. Where's this Faffer ? 5 | = 


| Spin. He left the Room juſt now in ſtrange Diſorder. 
| _ Ren. Nay, there is Danger in him: I obſery'd * 
1 During the Time I took for Explanation, : 


He was tranſported from moſt deep Attention : 4 


To a Confuſion which he could not ſmother. ld 
| His Looks grew full of Sadneſs and Surprize, | 


All which betray'd a wavering Spirit in him, 5 [ 
That labour'd with Reluctancy and Sorrow. 


What's * 42 for Safety muſt be done 
With ſpeedy Execution, he remains 
Vet in our Tower: J for my own Tart 1 wear 


Pier. Well. 155 
Nen. And 1 3 with i it— 
Pier. Where? 

Ren. Bury'd in his 13 


Pier. Away; we're yet all Friends; . 

No more of this, twill bree! ill Blood amongſt u . 

in. Let us all draw our Swords and ſearch the Houſe, | 

Pull kim from the dark Hole where he ſits brooding 

ae er his cold Fears, and each Man kill his Share of him. 

Pier of ho ta ks * wing, who's he'll {hed the Blood, 
That's | 


Seen 


3 


Ws 
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That's dear to me ? Is't you? or you? or you, Sir? 8 


What, not one ſpeak? How you ſtand gaping all 


On your grave Oracle, your wooden God there! 
Vet not a Word? Then. Sir, I'll tell y' a Secret; 


Bauſpicion's but at beſt a Coward's Virtue. [ Ren. 
3 Handles bis Sword. 


en. A Coward !J—_ — 


Pier. Put up thy Sword, old Man, 
Thy Hand ſhakes at it 3 come's lers heal this Breach z 


ls am too hot: We yet may all live Friends. 


Spin. Till we are ſafe, our Friendſhip cannot be ſo. 
Picr. Again! Who's that? | 

| Spin. "Twas I. 

 Theed. And I. 

New. And I. 

Eli. And all. 

Ren. Who are on my side? 

Spin. Every honeſt Sword. 


= Let s die like Men, and not be ſold like 1 . 

Pier. One ſuch Word more, by Heav'n I'll to the Senate | 

Hy | And hang ye all like Dogs, in Cluſters. 

Why peep your Coward Swords half out their Shells? 
Why do you not all brandiſh them like mine? 

Lou fear to die, and y et dare talk of killing. 


Ren. Go to the Senate and betray us! haſte, 
Secure thy wretched Life; we fear to die 
Leſs than thou dar*i be hone = 

Pier. That's rank Falſhood ; 


| Fear'lt not thou Death? Fi ie, tene s a knaviſh hen 


In that ſalt Blood, an utter Foe to Smarting. 


Had Jaffer s Wife prov'd h ind, he'd ſtill been true 
Faugh how that ſtinks? . 


Thou die! thou kill my Friend, * thou, cr thou, | 


With that lean, withered Face f = 


Away; d ſperſe all to your ſeveral Ch: arpes, - 
And meet 'I'9-morrow where your Honour calls you; 


I' bring that Man, whoſe Blood y ou fo much thirit 5 


„And you ſhall ſee him venture for you fairly N 
Hence, hence, I ay. [ Exit Renaul: ang 10. 


- 


e. I fear we have been t to » blame, 


And done too much. | 


Thed, "Twas too far urg'd again the Man you lov! d. 
2 


AD 
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Rev. Here take our Swords, and cruſh them with your 


Spin Forgive us, gallant VVV 


Pier. Nay, now you've found 

The Way to melt, and caſt me as you will: 

T'll fetch this Friend, and give him to your Mercy : 
Nay, he hall die, if you will take him from me. 
For your Repoſe, I'll quit my Heart's beſt Jewel; 
But would not have him torn away by Villains, 


A ſpiteful Villainy. 
Shin. No, may you both 
For ever hve, and l the World with Fame. 

Pier. Now ye're too kind. Whence 'roſe all this Diſcord? 
Oh! What a dangerous Precipice have we 'ſcap'd! 
How near a Fall was all we'd long been building ! ! 
What an eternal Blot had ſtain'd our Glories, 

If one, the braveſt and the beſt of Men, 


Flad fall'n a Sacrifice to raſh Suſpicion, | 5 | 5 
Butcher d by thoſe whoſe Cauſe he came to cheriſh i | ; 


| Oh! could you know him all as I have known him, 
How good he is, how juſt, how true, how brave, 
You would not leave this Place till you had ſeen him; 


Humbled yourſelves before him, kiſs'd his Feet, 
And g's. Remiſſion for the worſt of Follies. 


And to your Lowes me better recommend, 


| Come but Tom morrow, all your Doubts Pall end, 5 ä 


That Toe ue your Fame, and ſay d my F ad 
: e 


ACT 1v. SCENE L 


Enter Jaffier and Belvidera. 


If. y 1 doſt thou lead me? Every Step L are 1 


: Methinks I tread upon ſome mangle. Limb 
: Ot a rack d Friend: O my — Ruin! 
Where are we wandering? ? 
Bielv. To eternal Honour; 
Von do a Deed ſhall chronicle thy Name, . 
: _— the e glorious Legends of thoſe ev. 5 
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That have ſav d ſinking Nations: Thy Renown 

Shall be the future Song of all the V wgins, 

Who by thy Piety have been preſerv'd. 

From horrid Violation: Every Street 

Shall be adorn'd with Statues to thy Honour, 
And at I, Feet this great Inſcription written, 
: Rem: „ler him thut prapp'd the Fall of \ enice. 
| Jar. Rather, remember him, who, after all 
The lacred Bands of Oaths and holler — | 
In fond Compaſſion to a Woman's Tears, : 
Forgot his Manhocd. Virtue, Truth, and Honour, 

To tacr.fice the Boſom that reliev'd him. 

Why wilt thou damn me? | 

Felv. O inconſtant Man 
How wi you rromiſe! how u mn you deceive 
Do, r tar * Ci, replace me in my . Bor 8 
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| Strucs tr my tle. rt, dreuch'd in iny Blood to tl Hite 
 Whiitt theſe poor dying Eyes ſnall with their Tears 
No more torment thee, then thou wilt Le free: : 
Or, if thou think'ſt it nobler, let me _ | 
Till I'm a Vidim to the hateful Luft 
Of that infernal Devil, that old Fien.., 5 
- That's damn'd him ſei, and would ur:do Mankind. 
_ Laſt Nig] at, my, Lore! | 
Name it not again: 3 
It ens a beaftly Image to my F ancy, 
Will wake me into Madneſs. Oh ! tie Villain | ! 
That durit approach ſuch Purity as thine, 
On Terms fo vile: Deſtruction, ſwift Defiration, 
Fall on my coward Head, and make my Name 
The co nnon Scorn of Foals, if I forgive him: 2 
If I forgive him! if I not revenge 
With utmoit Rage, and molt unſtaying Fury, | 
3. Thy Suffering, thou dear Darling of my Life. 
| Bel Delay no longer then, but to the Senate, 
And tell the diſmall' Story ever utter'd: 
Tell 'em what Bloodſhed, Rapines, Deſolations, 
Have been prepar'd; how near's the Fatal Hour: 
E 2 1 


| Think thou ſeeſt this, and 
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Save thy poor Country, ſave the reverend Blood 
Of all its Nobles, which To-morrow's Dawn 
| Muſt elſe ſee ſhed : Save the poor tender Lives 
OF all thoſe little Infants, which the Swords 
Of Murderers are whetting for this Moment : 
Think thou already hear'it their dying Screams, 
Think that thou ſee'ſt their ſad diſtracted Mothers 
| Kneeling before thy Feet, and begging Pity, 

With torn diſhevel'd Hair, and ſtreaming Eyes, 
Their naked mangled Breaſts beſmear'd with Blood; 

And even the Milk, with which their fondle] Babes 
Softly they huſh'd, droppin in Anguith from em 

| ba conlult thy Heart. 
aff. Oh! 
Bilv. Think too, if you loſe this preſent Minute, 

What Miſeries the next Day brings upon thee. 
Imagine all the Horrors of that Night, 

Murder and Rapine, Waſte and Deſolation, Te 
_ Confus'dly raging : Think what then may prove 

My Lot; the Raviſher may then come ſafe, 

; 42 midſt the Terror of the publick Ruin „ 
Do a damn'd Deed; perhaps may lay a Train 
Io catch thy Life: Then where will be Revenge, 
The dear Revenge that's due to ſuch a Wrong! 


En 


J. By all Heav'n's Powers, re i dwells | 2, 


in thee, 6 

4 For every Word thou ſpeak” ftrikes thro? my 11 eart. 
| Like a new Light, and ſhews it how't has wander'd, 
Juſt what th'haſt made me, take me, Beluidura, 
And lead me to the Place where I'm to ſay 

This bitter Leſion ; where I muſt betray 

My Truth, my Virtue, Conftancy, and Friends: 
Muſt I betray my Friend! ? Al! take me DD, 
Secure me well before that Thought's renew'd ; 

If I relapſe once more, all's loit for ever. 

Balu. Hait thou a F Friend mare dear than Bel 1 ? 


| Taff. No; thou art my Soul itlelf, Wealth, Tandler. | 1 , | 


| Honour: 
All preſert Joys, and Earneſt of all future, 
Are ſumm'd in thee: Methinks when in thy Arms, 
| Thus leaning c on thy Breaſt, one Minute more 


r 
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Than a long thouſand Years of vulgar Hours. 

Why was ſuch Happineſs not given me pure? 

Why daſh'd with cruel Wrongs, and bitter Warnings? | 
Come, lead me forward now like a tame Lamb 

To Sacrifice. I hus, in his fatal Garlands 


Deck'd fine and pleas'd, the Wanton ſkips and plays, 


Trois by th enticing flatt' ring Prieſteſ Side 
2 much tranſported ævith its little Pride, 
 Forgets his dear Companions of the Plain; 
TH by her bound, he's on the Altar lain, : 
Tet then too hardly eats, ſuch Pleaſure's in the Pain. 


| Enter Officer and fox Guards. 
Off. Stand, who goes there? 
| Belv. Friends. 


aff. Friends, Belvidera P hide me from my F riends ; 5 


By Heav'n, I'd rather ſee the Face of Hell, 


Than meet the Man I love. 
Of. But what Friends are you? 


 Faff. Friends to the Senate and the State of 7 enice. 
Ofi. My Orders are to ſeize on all I find 


: 1 this late Hour, and bring em o . Council, 
E Who now are fitting. 


Taff. Sir, you ſhall be obey 774 Sn 
Hold, Brute, ſtand off, none "of your « Pawn upen me 


1 Now the Lor s call, and Fate do what thou wilt. 


 [Excun: 2 0 rd. 


8 C E N E I. The Senate- bouſe. 


: W bir appear ſetting the Dule of Venice, Priuli, Antonio, | 


and eight other Senators. 
"Hats. Antony, Priali, Senators of Venice, 


Speak, why are we aſſembled here this N ight? 


What have you to inform us of, concern 


The State of Venice Honour, or its Salety! 1 


Pri. Could Words exyrels the Story Ive to tell vu, 


athers, theſe Tears were uſeleſs, theſe ſad Tears 


That fell f om my old Eyes; but there is Cauſe 


We all ſhould weep, tear off theſe purple Robes, 
5 And wrap ourlelycs 1 in Sackcloth, ſitting down 


E 3 


855 And 1 may prove a — 
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On the ſad Earth, and cry aloud to Heav'n : 
Heav'n knows if yet there be an Hour $0 Ore, 

E're Venice be no more. 
.- ' of Jon.. ow? 
Pri. Nay, we ſtand 
Upon the very Brink of gaping Ruin. 
Within this City's form'd a dark Conſpiracy, 
To maſſacre us all, our Wives and Children, 
Kindred and Friends, our Palaces and Temples 

** lay in Aſhes: Nay, the Hour too fix'd; 

The Sword's, for aught I know, drawn e'en "this Moment, 

And the wild Waſte begun. From unknown 1 
I had this Warning: But, if we are Men, 
Let's not be tamely butcher'd, but do ſomething 

That may inform the World in Afﬀter-ages, 
Our Virtue was not ruin'd, tho' we were. [ 4 Noi/e avithout. 
Room, Room, make Room for ſome ——— ET 
Sen. Let's raiſe the City. 

” m_——y Officer and G 

Pr. Speak there, What Ditturbance ? 


OF. Two Priſoners have the Guard feiz'd in the * | 


3 Who ſay, they come to inform this reverend Senate 
= the preſent Danger. 
Enter Jaffier and Belvidera mk 1 
Al. Give em Entrance Well who a are you ? 


" * * 
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af. A Villain. TY 


Ant. Short and pithy : 


The Man ſpeaks well. Le | 


Taff. Would every Man, that hears me, 

Would deal fo honeſtly, and own his Title. 5 
Dude. Tis rumour'd, that a Plot has been contriv'd 
: Againſt this State; chat you have a Share in't too. 


If you area Villain, to redeem your Honour, 


- Unfold the Truth, and be reſtor d with Mercy. 
Ja, Think not that I to ſave my Life come hither: 
I know its Value better ; but in Pity 


To all thoſe Wretches, whoſe unhappy Doms 


Are fred and ſead. You ſee me here before you, 
The {worn and covenanted Foe of Venice: 
But ufe me as my Dealings may deſerve, 


Dyke. 


Vou have of Peace anc 
5 Swear. 


be. 


or, A Plot Diver. 
| Dube. The Slave capitulates : 


Give him the Tortures. 


Taff. That you dare not do, 
Your Fears won't let you, nor ihe longing nch 


To hear a Story which you dread the Truth of: 


Truth, which the Fear of Smart ſhall ne- er get from me. 


Cowards are ſcar'd with Threat*ni ings 3 Boys are whipt 
Into Confeſſions : But a ſteady Mind N 

Acts of itſelf, ne'er aſks the Body Counſel. = 
Give him the Tortures! Name but ſuch a 8 
Again, by Heav'n I'll ſhut theſe Lips for ever. 


Not all your Rocks, your Engines, or your Wheels, 
Shall force a Groan _ 


that you may gueſs at. 
Ant. A bloody-minded Fellow ru warrant 3 


A damn'd bloody- minded Fellow. 


Duke. Name your Conditions. 
Zaff. For myſelf full Pardon, 


0 Beſides the Life of Two and Twenty Friends. 
1 [ Delivers a Li. 
Whoſe Names are here enroll'd : Nay, let their Crimes 
Ze ne'er ſo monſtrous, I muſt have the Oaths 
And facred Promiſe of this reverend Council, 
That in a full Aſſembly of the Senate 


The Thing I ak beratify'd. Swear this 


And I'll unfold the Secret of your 3 N 


Al. We'll ſwear. 

| Duke. Propoſe the Oath. 

Taff. By all the Hopes 
Eee hereker, 


All. We all fear: 
Taff. To grant n me what I have add, 


ve ſwear ? 


All. We ſwear. „ 
Taff. And, as ye keep the Oath, 


: May you and your ** de bleſs'd, 
Or curs'd for ever. 


All. Elſe be curs'd for ever. 


off. Then here's the Lift, and with't the fall Diſcloſe 


of all that threatens you, [Deliver | another Paper. 
| e thou haſt caught . 


Aut. 
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Au. Why, what a dreadful of Cut-throats 
is here! I'll warrant you not one of theſe Fellows but 


has a Face like a Lion. Dr | 


Names over. 
Due. Give Order that all diligent Search be made 
To ſeize theſe Men; their Characters are publick. N 
The Paper intimates their Rendezvous 

To be at the Houſe of the fam'd Grecian Courtezan, 
Call'd Aquilina, ſee the Place ſecur d. 


Ant. What? my Nicky Nacky ! Hurry, durry! Nic ily 


Nach in the Plot — I'll make a Speech. Moſt nob 
Senators, 


What — Apprehenfions drive you on, 
Right, noble, wiſe, and truly ſolid Senators, 

Io violate the Laws and Rights of Nations? 
Tube Lady is a Lady of Renown: 

Tis true, ſhe holds a Houſe of fair Reception, 

And, tho' I ſay't myſelf, as many more 

Can fay as as I. 

2 Sen. My Lord, long Speeches 


Are frivolous here, when ngers are ſo near us 


We all well know your Intereſt in that e "BY 

: The World talks loud on't. ” 
Ant. Verily 1 have done; i 
I fay no more. 

Date. But, hace he has declar d . 
Himſelf concern'd, pray, Captain, take great Caution 
To treat the fair One as becomes her Character, 

And let her Bed- chamber be ſearch'd with Decency. 


Lou, Faffer, muſt with Patience bear till — 


| 7 o be our Priſoner. | 

Ja. Would the Chains of Death 
Had bound me ſafe e're I had known this Minute, 
I've done a Deed will make my Story hereafter 
Quoted in Competition with all ill Ones: 

The Story of my Wickedneſs ſhall run | 
Down thro' the low Traditions of the Vulgar, 
And Boys be taught to tell the Tale of Zaffer. 
Dute. Captain, withdraw your Priſoner. 


Jef Sir, if podle, (we; 


Lead rae where my own Thoughts chemlIve may loſe 


Whe: E 


— — — ——— 1 
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Where I may doze out what Ive left of Life, 
Forget myſelf, and this Day's Guilt and Falſhood. 


PFF 
[Ex. guarded. Noiſe without, 


More Traytors ; Room, Room, make Room there. 
Duke. How's this, Guards? | 


Where are our Guards? Shut pl the 2 the Treaſon's 
Already at our Doors 


Of My Lords, more Tra 


: Seiz d in the very Act of —— : ; 


Furniſh'd with Arms and Inſtruments of Miſchief. 
Bring in the Priſoners. 


Enter Pierre, Renault, Theodore, Eliot, Revellido, and 


__ _ other Conſpirators i in Fetters. 1 
Pier. You, my Lords and Fathers 


A Ga you are pleas'd to call yourſelves) of Venice; 


ou fit here to guide the Courſe of Jultice, 
Wis theſe biforaceful Chains upon the Limbs 


5 Tha have ſo often labour'd in your Service? 
Are theſe the Wreaths of Triumph ye beſtow _ 


On thoſe that bring you Conqueſis Home, and Honours ? = 


Dake. Go on, you ſhall be heard, Sir. 
Ant. And be hang d too, I 


Pier. Are theſe the Trophies I've deer · d for rghing ; 
Your Battles with confederated Powers? 


| When Winds and Seas conſpir'd to 8 ou. | 
And brought the Fleets of Spain to your own Harbours ; 

When you, great Duke, ſhrunk trembling in your Palace, 2 
And ſaw your Wife, the“ Adriatich, plough'd, 


Like a lew'd Whore, by bolder Prows than yours, 
Stepp'd not I forth, and taught your looſe Venetians 


The Task of Horour, and the Way of Greatneſs? | 


Rais'd you from your capitulating Fears, 


To ſtipulate the "Terms of ſu'd-for Peace? 


And this my Recompence! If I'm a Traztor, 

| Produce my Charge; to ſhew the Wretclr that's baſe 
And brave enough, or tell me I'm a Traytor. [enough, 
Duke. Know you one Fe. [A the * mur mur. 


Pier. Ves, and know his Virtue, 


5 His Juſtice, Truth, his general Worth, and Sufferings 5 
5 From a hard Father, taught me firit to * him. = 


Enter | 
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Ester Jaffier guarded. 
| Dute. See him brought forth. 
Pier. My Friend too bound! nay then 


Our Fate has conquer'd us, and we fall. 


Why droops the Man whoſe Welfare's ſo much r mine, 


2 They're but one thing? Theſe reverend Tyrants, Toffer, | 
| Call us all 'Traytors : Art thou one, my Brother? 


N. To ce Jam the falſeſt, verieſt Slave 


That e'er betray'd a generous, truſting Friend, 
And gave up Honour to be ſure of Ruin: 5 
All our fair Hopes, which Morning was to have crown yd, | 
Has this curs'd Tongue o'erthrown. 


Pier. So, then all's over: 


Venice has loſt her F reedom, I my Life; ; 


No more ; farewel. 
Du te. say; will you make Confeſſion 5 


Of your vile Deeds, and truſt the Senate's Mercy ? 


Pier. Curs'd be your Senate: Curs'd you Conſtitution: > 


The Curſe of growing Factions and Diviſion = 

Still vex your Councils, ſhake your publick Safety, 

And make the Robes of Government, you wear, 
Hateful to you, as theſe baſe Chains to me. 


Duke. Pardon, or Death ! 
Pier. Death! honourable Death! 


Ren. Death's the ben thing We ask, | or you | can give... _ 


Al! Conſp. No ſhameful Bonds, but honourable Death. 
Duke. Break up the Council: | Captain, guard your 
Priſoners. 


Teffer, you're free, but theſe muſt wait for Judgment. 


[Ex. all the Senators, 
Pier. Come, where's my Dungeon ? Lead me to my 


It will not be the firſt Time 1 have d hard (Straw: : 
To do the Senate Service, | 


Faß. Hold one Moment. 


Pier. Who's he diſputes FS leren of the Senate! | 
5 8 Rebel—on— _ [Strikes * 8 


Heav'n, you ſtir not. 


2 2 | (a & rd, I mult have Leave to ſpeak: : 
Thou hafſt diſgrac'd me, Pierre, by a vile Blow: 
Had not a Dagger done thee nobler Juſtice? _ 
But * me as thou wilt, thou canſt not wrong me, = 5 
For 


— — — 


no eee - re ZS 


Vet look upon me with an Eye 
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For I am fallen beneath the baſeſt Injuries ; 


of Mercy, 

Wich Pity and with Charity behold me; 
Shut not thy Heart againit a Friend's mes : 
But, as there dwells a godlike Nature in thee, 

_ Liſten with Mildneſs to my Supplications. 


Pier. What whinin = ny art thou? what holy Cheat 
u 


That would'| incroa n my credulous Ears, 
And cant'f thus vilely ? hence: 1 know thee not; 
Diſſemble and be naſty : Leave, Hypocrite. 
TJaff. Not know me, Pierre! 
Pier. No, know thee not; what art thou? 
Taff. Faffer, thy Friend, thy once lov'd, valu'd Friend! 
Tho' now deferv'dly ſcorn'd, and us'd moſt hardly. 


Pier. Thou F affier! thou my once lov'd,fvalu'd Friend ! ' 


By Heav'ns thou ly'ſt; the Man fo call'd, my Friend, 
Was generous, honeſt, faithful, juſt, and valiant, . 
Noble in Mind, and in his Perſon lovely, 

Dear to my Eyes, and tender to my Heart: 


| Bat thou a wretched, baſe, falſe, worthleſs Coward, 


Poor even in Soul, and loathſome in thy Aſpect: 
All Eyes muſt ſhun thee, and all Hearts deteſt has. 
Prithee avoid, nor longer cling thus round me, 
Like ſomething baneful, that my Nature's chill'd at. 
Fa, I have not wrong d thee, by theſe Tears I have not, 
But ſtill am honeſt, true, and, hope too, valiant; 
My Mind ſtill full of thee; therefore ſtili noble. 
Let not thy Eyes then ſnun me, nor thy Heart 

Deteſt me — Oh! look upon me, 
Look back and fee my ſad, ſincere Submiſſion! 


How my Heart ſwells, as even 'twould burſt my Boſom ; ; . 


Fond of its Goal, and labouring to be at thee; _ 
What ſhall I do ? what ſay to make thee hear me? 


Pier. Haſt not thou wrong'd me? dar'ſt thou call thyſelf | 


That once lov'd, valu'd Friend of mine, 


And ſwear thou halt not wrong d me? Whence theſe - 5 


| Chains ? 
| Whence the vile Deatk, which I may meet this Moment; ; 


Whence this Diſhonour, but from thee, thou fulſe one? 5 
Alls true, yet grant one thing, and I've done 


Jaff. 
king. 
Pier, What 8 that? ? 


& Venicz Prod: 


Faff. To take thy Life on ſuch Conditions 
The Council have propos d: Thou and thy Friends 
_ long, ö 

Pier. Life! ask my Life ! confeſs | record myſelf 


A Villin for the Privilege to breathe, F 
And carry up and down this curſed City 
A diſcontented and repining Spirit, 
Zurdenſome to itſelf, a few Years longer, 
To loſe it, may be, at laſt in a lewd Quarrel 
For ſome new Friend, treacherous and falſe as thou art! 
No, this vile World and I have long been " - 


And cannot on better Terms than now, 


When only Men like ern 


af. By all that's 1 7 8 
Pier. Swear by ſome other Powers, 


For thou haſt broke that ſacred Oath too lately. 
aff. Then, by that Hell I merit, T'l not kave the ” 
Till to thyſelf at leaſt thou'rt reconaPd, 
However thy Reſentment deal _ me. 


Pier. Not leave me! 
Ja,. No; thou ſhalt not force me fem thee: a 
Vi me reproachfully, and like a Slave 


Tread on me, buffet me, heap Wrongs on Wrongs 


On my poor Head ; Fl bear it all with Patience, 
Shall weary out thy moſt unfriendly Cruelty : 


Lie at thy Feet and kiſs em, tho' they ſpurn me, 


Till, wounded by my Sufferings, thou relent, 


- And raiſe me to thy Arms with dear For giveneſs. 


Pier. Art thou 1— 
Jaff. What? | 
Pier. A Traytor? 
Jag. 8 
Pier. A Villain? 
Jaff. Granted. 
Pier. A Coward, a moſt i Coward, 


Spiritleſs, void of Honour, one who has ſold 
Thy everlaiting Fame for ſhameleſs Life? . 
Ja. All, all, and more, much more: 2 Faults are 


numbeeels. 


Pier. And would'ſt thou have me live on Terms like 


thine? 


Baſe as thou's fe- CONSE 
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aff, No; 'tis to me that's ted : 
12. Er of thy Life was all aim d at, at, 
5 In Recompence for Faith and Truſt ſo broken. 
Pier. 1 ſcorn it more, becauſe preſerv'd by thee: 
And as when firſt my fooliſh Heart took Pity 
On thy Misfortunes, ſought thee in thy Miſeries, 
Reliev'd thy Wants, and rais'd thee from thy State 


Of Wretchedneſs, in which thy Fate had plung'd thee; | 


To rank thee in my Liſt of noble Friends ; 
All I receiv'd, in Surety for thy Truth, 
Were unregarded Oaths ; and this, this Dagger. 
Given with a worthleſs Pledge thou ſince has ſtoln. 
So I reſtore it back to thee again 
Swearing by all thoſe Powers which thou haſt violate], 
Never from this curs'd Hour to hold Communion, 
Friendſhip, or Intereſt with thee, tho' our Years | 
Were to exceed thoſe limited the World. | 
0 Take it — Farewel—— for now 1 owe thee nothing. 
Ja. Say thou wilt live then. 

Pier. For my Life, diſpoſe it 

juſt as thou wilt, becauſe tis what I am tir'd with. 


Faff. On „ 
Pier. No more. 


aff. My Eyes TR + loſe the Sight of thee, 
But languiſh after thine, and ake with Gazing. 


Picr. Leave me Nay, then chus, thus [ throw thee 


| from me; 
7 And Curſes great as is thy Falſhood catch thee. 4 E xit 
Taff. Amen. 
He's gone, my Father, Friend pi eſerver, 5 
And here's the Portion he has left me, H. its the D. ger . 
'T his Dagger: Well remembe:'d, with this Dags er 
gave a folemn Vow of dire [mport Ince ; 
Purted with this and B. 1 a; toge her. 
Have a Care, Mem' re, d ive that Thougir 
No, I'll eſteem i it as a Friend's Iſt Legacy, 
| Treafure it up within tlus wretched Bo: n, 
Where it may grow acqu. anted with my Heart, 
That, when they meet, tliey ſtart no! fro om 2 oth 
So, now for Tin! ing: A Blow, call'd Tray . 1 ain, 
| Coward, Gut, onourable Co word, fough! 
| F 


far th T5 


On! 


— 1 


5 Thou, aſt loſt 
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Oh! for a long ſound Sleep, and lo forget it it? 
Down, buſy Devil. 


Enter Beloidera. 
Bev. Whither ſhall 1 fly? 


Where hide me and my Miſeries together? 


Where's now the Roman Condancy! boaſted? | 


Sunk into trembling Fears and L. elper: tion? 


Net daring now to look up to that dear Face 
Which us'd to ſmile even on my Faults, but, down 


Bending theſe miſerable Eyes to Earth, 
Muſt move in Penance, and implore much Mercy. 


Faff. Mercy! kind Heav'n has ſurely endleſs Stores 
Hoarded for thee, Bleflings yet untaſted: 
Jet Wretches, loaded hard with Guilt, as I am, 


Bow with the Weight, and groan beneath the Burden, 
Creep with a Remnant of that Strength th' have left, 
Hhefore the Footſtool of that EHeav' n th' have injur' d. 
Oh! Belvidera / I'm the wretched'ſt Creature 
_ Fer crawl'd on Earth : Now, if tliou'aſt Virtue, help me, 
Take me into thy Arms, ard ſpeak the Words of Peace 
To my divided Soul, that wars Within me, 
And raiſes every Senſe to m y Confuſion: 
By Heav'n I'm tottering on the very Brink 


Cf Peace; and thou art all the Hold I've PY 
Belo. Alas! 1 know thy Sorrows are molt 8 ; 


I know th” halt Cauſe to mourn, to mourn, my Iten, 


With endleſs Crics, and BEever- -ccaling W ailing ; ; 


2 F. Oh! I've loſt NE at can't be counted; 


My Friend too, Belvidere, that dear Friend, | 
Who, next to thee, was all my Health rejoic'd i in, 
Has as'd me like a Slave, ſhamefully us'd me: 
Tu ould break thy pitying Heart to hear the Story. 
What ſhall L do? Reſentment, Indignation, 
Love, Pity, Fear, and Mem' ry, how I ve w rong d him, | 
ö Diſtract my Quict with the very Thought on't, 
And tear my Heart to Pieces in my Beſom. 


_ »Belv. What has he done? 
Faff. Thou'dit hate me, ſhould I el thee. 
Bly W hy ? 
Saf. Oh! he has 8! me 4 yet by Heay' n 1 bear it; 


He = 


=_ 
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He has us'd me, Belvidira ! Bat ſirſt ſwear | 
That, when I've told thee, thou wilt not lo ith me utter!,, 
't hz viled Blots and Stains appear upon me; 
But Hill at leaſt, with charicabl: Goodnets, 


Be near me in the Pangs of my Aiflictinn ; 
Nor ſcorn me, Beltidaaa, as he has done. 


Pil v. Have I tien e'er begun fall e, that now I'm 


doubt d? 
Speak, what's the Cauſe, I'm gro! v1 into Mit 
W. 7 thought unſit to hear 1.1% Love's Compi . E 
fo. O. TR | 

T5, Y. 1 eil me. 

J.. Bear ia Failings, {or they re many, 

Oh! my dear Angel! in th : Friend J“ ve lot 

All my Soul's ! ce ; tor every Tho: of hin 
Striles my Senſe had, and deads it iti LY Lal Aus ; 
 Woull'ft thou buctve ie? | 

B. A. SPE": VR 

Tf. Bibre we parted, 7 
E're yet his G d lad l Un tu his Priſon, 
Full of ſevercũ Sorrows for his Oafferings, 

With Eyes o'erfloing, and a blecding Heart, 

Humbling myſelf a0 beneath my Nature, 
As at his Veet I kEne bd, and ſu'd fir Mercy ; 
| Forgetting all our Friendſhip, all the Dearneſs 

In which we've liy'd ſo many Years together, 

With a reproachfi Hand he daſh'd a Blow: 
 Hefuuck me, 2.lvidro, by Heav'n he ſtruck me! 
Bufeted, call' d me Lapt or, Villain, Coward. 

Am I a Coward? Am | a Villain? Tell me: 
THart the beit 3 and mad it mes. if I: am ſo. 


Damnation; Cow ard. 


Belv. Oh! forgive him, Toffer , EE 

| And, if his Sufferings wound thy Heart already 5 
Vhat will they do Lo. morroy, ? f 

25 Hah! ey, | | 

_ Bctv., To-morrow, 

When 1 Eo ſhalt ſez him fretch' d in all the ag nie 

Of a tormenting and a ſhameful Neath; _ 

His bleeding Bowels, and his broken Lim * 

Ir ſulted oer r by a vile 04 cchering y lain, 8 


4 | | | What | 
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What will thy Heart do then! Oh! ſure tu ill fiream 
Like my Eyes now. 
Taff. What means thy dreadfal Story ? 
Death, and 'To-mcrrow ? Broken Limbs and Bowels? 
: Infulted o'er by a vile butchering Villain? 
By ail my Fears I ſhall art out to Madneſs 
With bravely gueſſing, if the Truth's hid longer. 
Beto. The faithleis Senators, tis they've decreel i it 
They ſay, according to our Friends Requeſt, 
They ſhall have Death, and no ignoble Bondage 
Declare their promis'd Mercy ail as forfcited : 
Falſe to their Oaths, and deaf to Interceſſion; 
Warrants are paſs'd for publick Death Lo- morrow. 


tet. Death ! doom'd to die N un zeard ! | 


unpleaded ! 
Balv. Naw, cruel'it Racks and Torments are trept ring 
Jo force Confeſſion from their dying Fangs. 
Oh! do not look ſo terribly. upon me! 
How your Lips ihake, and all your Face Silorder' 1! 
What means my Love! 5 


Al. Leave me, I 2 thee leave me —— —Etrong ö 


Tem ptations 


5 Wake in my Heart. 


Belv. For what? | 
Taff. No more, but leave me. 
 Belv. Why? 


Taff. Oh! by Hew'n I Jous thee with tat F ondneſs, 


I would not have thee ſtay a Moment longer, 
Near thete curs d Hands: Are they oy cold upon thee ? 
* ulls the Dagger 2 TH ot of his Baſem, 
| and puts it back again. 
Bet. No, * Comfort's in thy Arms. 
To lean this on thy Brea!t is ſofter Eaſe, 5 
Than dow ny Pillows deck'd on Leaves of Roſes. 


Fatt. Alas! thou think" not of the Thorns * 'tis ara 


with : 
Fly, e're they gaul thee : There's a lurking Serpent 
| Ready to leap, and ſting thee to * Heart : 
Art thou not terrify d? ? 
Bilu. No. 55 
Tf. Call to Mind 


5 What 
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What thou haſt done, and whither thou haſt brought me. 
Belo. Hah ! | (Miſchief ? 
Taff. Where's my F riend | ? my Friend, thou ſmiling 


| Nay, {brink not, now tis too late, thou ſhoud'it have ſled 


When thy Guile firit had Cauſe ; for dire Revenge 


Is up, and raging for my Friend. He groans! 


Hark how he groans, his Screams are in my Ears 


Already; ſee, they've fix d him on the Wheel, 
And now they tear him —— Murder! perjur'd Senate ! 
Murder— oh !—hark thee, Traitreſs, thou haſt done this; 


Thanks to thy Tears, and falſe perſuading Love. 
How her Eyes {peak ! 0 thou bewitching Creature ! 


[ Fumblin 70 for his Dagger. 
| Madnefs can't hurt thee : Come thou htt | 


e Trembler, 

Creep even into my Hea't, and there he ſafe ; 

"Tis thy own Citadel—— hah -——yet fland off, 

Heav'n muſt have Juſlice, and my broken Vous 

Will fink me elſe beneath its reaching Lene & ; 

"I wink, and then "tis done —— : | 

Bel. What means the Lord 

Of me, my Life and Love? What's in thy a 

Thou graſp! it a; fo? Nay, Why am I thus treated? 
[ Draxcs the D. ogger, s to lub, 


What wilt thou do? Ah! do not kill me, A. 
Pit theſe panting Breaſts, and trembling Uinubs. 


That us'd to claſp thee when thy Looks were nulder. 
Taat yet hang heavy on my unpurg'd Soul; 
And plunge 1 it n into eternal Darkneſs. 

Ja, No, befvidera, wien we parted laſt, 


I gave this Digger with thee, as in Truſt, 
To be thy Portion, it 1 &er prov'd falſe. 

On ſuch Condition vas my [ruth beliey'd : 

ut no "tis fortcited, and muit be paid for. 


| [Offers to fab br age 11. 
% Os! 5 ey! ” [Arecling. 
Fa. Nay, ro Struggling. I. 
3. . Now then K. il me, | | 
[ Leafs upon his Neck , an 717055 bir. 
White e thus J ch ng at bout thy cruel Neck, 


Kits thy revengefu Lips, and die in Joys | 


GG, cater t: lan any 1 CU. Fact; herealter. 
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Taff. I am, I am a Cowar l, witnefs't Heav'n, 
Witneſs it, Earth, and ew ry Being witneſs: 
tis but one Blow! Vet, my immortal Love, 
- I cannot longer bear a Thought to harm thee. 
bt | He throws au the Dagger, and embraces "6 
The Seal of Providence is fure upon thee ; 
And thou wert born for yet unheard of Wonders : 
Oh! thou wert either horn to ſave or damn me. 
By all the Powers that's given thee o'er my Soul, 
By thy refiftleſs Tears and conquering Smiles, 
By the victorious Love that ſtill waits on thee 'E 

> Fly to thy cruel Father, fave my Friend, 
Or all our future Quiet's loſt for ever. 
Fall at his Feet, cling round his reverend Knees : 
Speak to him with thy Eyes, and with thy Tears 


Melt his hard Heart, and wake dead Nature in him, Bs | 


0 Cruſh him in th* Arms, torture him with thy Sofine: ; 


Nor vill thy Prayers are granted, ſet him — ll 


But —_ him as thou — ä me. LEx. .- 


4 — 


ACT v. SCENE 4 
Enter Priuli folus. 


Pri. x 7 H Y, cruel Heav' n, have my unhappy Dips 1 | 


Been lengthen'd to this ſad one? Oh Diſ- 
And deathleſs Infamy is fall'n upon me. (honour 
Was it my Fault? Am Ia Traytor? No. MD 
But then, my only Child, my Daughter, wedded ; 
There my beſt Blood runs foul, and a Diſeaſe 
Incurable has ſeiz d upon my Memory, Mn 
To make it rot and ſtink to After-ages. 
Curs'd be the fatal Minute when I got her; 


Or would that Pad been any thing but Man, 


And rais'd an Iſſue which would nc'er have wrong'd me. 


The miſerableſt Creatures (Man excepted) 


Are not the leſs eſteem'd, tho” their Poſterity 
Degenerate from the Virtues of their Fathers: 
Ihe vileſt Beaſts are happy in their — 


While | 


Go. 


BY A A Ma 


— 


_ oy by 
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While only Man gets Traytors, Whores, and Villains. 
Curs'd be the Name, and ſome ſwift Blow from Fate 
Lay his Head _ where mine may be forgotten. 


Enter Belvidera in a lng Mourning Veil. 
my Father, my inhuman Father, 


| Belu. He's there, m 


That for three Years has left an only Child 
Expos d to all the Outrages of — 
And cruel Ruin | 
Pri. What Child of Sorrow 
Art thou that com'ſt thus wrapp'd i in Weeds of Sadneſs, 
And moy'R as if thy Steps were towards a Grave: 


Oh |! —— 


Belv. A Wretch who from the very Top of —— 


Am fallen into the loweſt Depths of Miſery, 
And want your pitying Hand to raiſe me up again. 
Pri. Indeed thou talk'ſt as thou hadſt taſted Sorrows 3 
Would I could help thee. 


Beto. Tis greatly in your Power: 


The World too ſpeaks you charitable ; and I, 


Who ne'er aſk'd Alms before, in that dear Hope 


Am come a Begging to — AC. 


Pri. For what? 


Bev. Oh! well regard me, in i this Voice a drang one? 37 
_ Conſider too, when Beggars once pretend 
A Caſe like mine, no little will content em. 5 e 


Pri. What would'ſt thou beg for? 


Belv. Pity and Forgiveneſs. [T. hrows 7 ths r, el. 


By the kind tender Names of Child and Father, 


Hear my Complaints, and take me to your Love. 
Pri. My Daughter! 
Belv. Yes, your Daughter, bs a Mother 


Virtuous and noble, faithful to your Honour, 
Obedient to your Will, kind to your Wiſhes, 
Dear to your Arms. By all the Joys ſhe gave you, 
When in her blooming Years ſhe was your Treaſure, 
Look kindly on me ; in my Face behold e 
The I ine ments of her's you've kiſsꝰd ſo often, 
. Pleading the Cauſe of your poor caſt- off Child. 8 


Pri. Thou art my Daughter. 
Helv. Les and you've oft told me 


- W th Smiles of Love and chaſte paternal — . 


Id much 333 of * Mother. 


4, _— "_ 2 . l 
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Had thou inherited her matchleſs Virtues, 

I ad too been bleſs'd. 

Bielv. Nay, do not call to Memory 

My Diſobedience, but let Pity enter 

Into your Heart, and quite deface the Impreſſion. 


For could you think how mine's perplex'd, what Sadneſs, 


Fears and Deſpairs diftra& the Peace within me, 

Oh! you would take me into your dear, dear Arms, 
Hover with ſtrong Compaſſion o'er your young One, 
To ſhelter me with a protecting Wing, 


From the black gather'd Storm, that s juſt, * breakin * 


Pei. Don't talk thus. 
Bets. Ves, I muſt, and you _ hear too. 
| 1 have a Huſband. 
r | 
 Bilv. Oh! do not curſe his; 
Ile would not ſpeak ſo har l a Word tow ards you, 
On any Terms, howe'er he deal with me. | 
Pri. Hah! what means my Child? 
Bel. Oh! there's but this ſhort Moment 855 
Twixt me and Fate: Yet ſend me not with Curſes 


Down to my Grave; afford me one kind hleſſing 


Before ve part: Juſt take me in your Arms, 
And recommend me with a Prayer to Heav' 3 


5 That I may die in Peace, and when I' m dead 


Pri. How my Soul's catch'd ! 

Balv. Lay me, I beg you, lay me 

h By the dear Aſhes of my tender Mother. 

She would have piticd me, had Fate yet ſpa'd her. 


Miche. 

Tell me thy Story, for I'm ſtill thy Far ather, 
Belv. No, I'm fill contented. | 
r 

[ Belv. No Matter. 
Pri. Tell me. | 

By 1 d Hear 'n, my Hleart runs 0'er wich F ond- 

_ neſs 

; | Belv. Oh! | 
— > Utter't. 1 

Nav Oh! my Huſband, my dex Hatbaud, 


Pri. By Heav'n, my aking Heart forebodes _ 


Carries ; 
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Carries a Dagger in his once kind Boſom, 
To pierce the Heart of your poor Belwide ra. 
Pri. Kill thee ! 
Baelv. Yes, kill me. When he paſs'd his Faith 
And Covenant againſt your State and Senate, 
He gave me up as Hoſtage for his Truth: 
With me a Dagger, and a dire Commiſſion, 
| Where'er he fail'd, to plunge it thro' this Boſom. 
I learnt the Danger, choſe the Hour of Love 
_ Tattewpt his Heart, and bring it back to Honour. 
Great Love prevail'd, and bleis'd me with Succels ; 
He came, confeſs'd, betray'd his deareſt Friends, 
For rromis'd Mercy. Now they're doom'd to ſof er, 
SGaull'd with Remembrance of what then was ſworn, 
If they are loſt, he vows appeaſe the Gods 
With this poor Life, and make my Blood * Atonement. 
Pri. Heav'ns! 
Boelv. Think you ſaw what paſs'd at our laſt Parting : 
Think you beheld him like a raging Lion, | 
Pacing tne Earth, and tearing up his Steps, 
Pasate in his Eyes, and roaring with the Pain 
Of burning Fury: Think you ſaw his one Hand 


___ Fix'd on my Throat, whilſt the extended other 


_ Grafp'd a keen threat'ning Dagger; Oh! 'twas ths 
We laſt embrac'd, when, tremblin f with Revenge, 

He dragg'd me to the Ground, and at my Boſom 
Preſented horrid Death; cry '4 out, My Frien is, 


| . Were are my Friend 2 ſ ore, wept, rag'd, threaten'd, 


lov'd; 

Por he yet lov'd, and that dear Lore proſer' a me. 

To this laſt Trial of a Father's Pity. _ 

l fcar not Death, but cannot bear a Thought  _ 
That that dear Hand ſhould do th' unf: iendly Ollice. 
If I was ever then your Care, now hear me; 


Fly to the Senate, ſave the promis'd Th: 


Of his dear Friends, e're mine be made the Sacrifice. 
Pri. Oh! my Heart's Comfort! | 

Beto. Will you not, my Father? 

Weep not, but anſwer i me. 

Pri. By Heav'n I will. 


Not one of em | but what Na! Le immortal 
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Caaſt thou forgive me all my Follies paſt, 

I'll henceforth be indeed a Father; nevcr, 

Never more thus expoſe, but cheriſh thee, 

Dear as the vital Warmth that feeds my Life, 

Dear as theſe Eyes that weep in Fondneſs o'er thee : 

Peace to thy Heart. Farewel. * 

Balw. Go, and remember | N 

* 1s Belwideru's Life he, Father pleads for. Ex. ſeveral! 
| Euter Antonio. 


Hum, hum, hah! | 


Signor Priuli, my Lord Pri::/i, my Lord, my Lord, my | 


Lord: Now we Lords love to call one another by our 
Titles. My Lord, my Lord, my Lord 


I'll be there too, ſoↄn enough for ſome body. Odd! 


here's a tickling Speech about the Plot, I' prove there's 

a Plot with a Vengeance, — Would 1 had it without 
Book; let me ſee | To 
_ Moſt Reverend Senators, 


That there is a Plot, ſurely, by this Tine, no Man that 
bath Eyes or Underſtanding in his Head will preſume to 
doubt; *tis as plain as the Light in the Cucumber — 
no hold there—— Cucumber does not come in yet 
tis as plain as the Light in the Sun, or as the Man 


in the Moon, even at Noon-day. It is indeed a Pumkin- 


Plot, which, juſt as it was mellow, we have gathcr'd, 
and now we have gather'd it, prepar'd and dreſs'd it, 

ſhall we throw it like a pickled Cucumber out at the 
Window? No: That it is not only a bloody, horrid, exe- 


crable, daninable, and audacious Plot, but it is, as I 
may ſo ſay, a ſaucy Plot: And we all know, moſt Re- 


verend Fathers, that what is Sar ce for a Gooſe, is Sauce _ 
for a Gander: Therefore I ſay, as thoſe blood thirſty 
Ganders of the Conſpiracy would have deſtroyed us 

| Geefe of the Senate, let us make haſte to deftroy them; 


ſo J humbly move for Hanging — LIah! hurry durry 


t think this will do; tough I was ſomething out 


at firſt, about the Sun and the Cucumber. 
„%% od Enter Aquilina, 
Agui. Good-morrow, Senator. 


Pox on him, 
J am a Lord as weli as he. And ſo let him fiddle— 
I'll warrant him he's gone to the Senate-houſe, and 


Ant. 


. ad 


am very brisk, very merry, very pert, very jovial 
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Ant. Nacky, my dear Nacky ; Morrow, Nacky ; dd I E 


ha a a a 4— K me, Nacky; hw doſt thou do, my 
little tory rory Strumpet ? kiſs me, I fay, Huſſy, kits 
me. 
| Hs. Kiſs me, Nucky ! hang you, Sir Coxcomb, hang 
ou, Sir. 
F Ant. Haity taity, is it ſo inde-d? With all my Heart, 
Faith——Hey, then wp go wwe, Faith H 3, then up go 
ve, dum dum derum dump. * ings. 
Aqui. Signor. | = 
ho: Madona. 
Agui. Do you intend to die in your Bed? 
Azt. About threcſcore Years hence much may be 
cone, m iy Dear. 
Agui. You'll be hang'd, Signor. | 
Art. Ha ang'd, Sweet heart, prichee be quiet; lang d-- 
qu noth- a, that's a merry Conceit with all my Heart ; why 
thou job'ſt, Nacky ; thou art given to Joking, I'll ſwear ; 
well, I proteſt, Nach, nay, I muſt proteſt, and will pro- 
_ teſt, that J love Jok ding dearly, Man. And I love thee 
r Joking. and 1'I1 1.36 thee for Joking, and towſe thee 
for joking ; and odd, I have a deviliſh Mind to take thee 
aſide about that Buſineſs for Joking too, odd I have; and 
Hey, then up go cc, dum dum derum dump. _ [Sangs. 
_ Aqui. See you this, Sir? [ Draws a Dagger. 
Ant. O Laud, a Dagger! Oh! Laud! it is naturally | 
my Averion, I cannot endure the Sight on't; hide it 
for Heaven's fave, I cannot look that Way till! it be _ 
hide it, hide it, ch! oh! hide it. 
es Yes, in vour Heart I'll hide it. 
Ant. My Heart! what hide a Dagger in my Heart's 


Blood ! 

int Yes, in thy cart, thy Throat, thou pamper 4 | 

3 Rev: 13 5 

z Thou hat help'd to # =" my Peace, and ru have Ven- 8 
| ce | 


Oh 4 curs'd Life, for all the 8 80 nate, 
Tae perjur'd faithleſ Senate: Where's my Lord, 
My Happineſs, my Love, my God, my Herce, 
Doom d, by thy a accurſcd Tongne among the reſt, 


_ 


1 


Truſs'd up 
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T. a ſhameful Rack? By all the Rage that's in me, 
I'll be whole Years in murdering thee. 


Ant. Why, Nacky, | 5 
Wherefore o paſſionate? What have I done] ? What's the 


Mlatter, my dear Nacky? Am not I thy Love, th Gre om 4 — : 


pineſs, thy Lord, thy Heroe, thy Senator, a 


thing in the World, Nac ty. 


Aqui. Thou! chink'ſt thou, thou art fit to meet my : 


J To beer the eager Claſps of my Embraces? Does = 


Give me Pierre, or —— 
Ant. Why, he's to be hang'd, little Nacty; 
fbr Treaſon, and 15 forth, Child. | 
Aqui. Thou ly'ſt; top down thy Throat that helliſſi 
Sentence, 


Or 'tis thy laſt: Swear that my Love ſhall live, 
Or thou art dead. 


Ant. Ah! h h h. 
Aqui. Swear to recall his Doom ; 


5 Swear at my Feet, and tremble at my Fury. 


' Ant. I de, now if the would but kick a lite bit, one 


-- ad h h h. . 3 5 5 now. 


Aqui. Swear, . 
by 2 I do by theſe dear 8 Foots . [Nach 7. 


And little Toes, ſweet as, e e e e, my Nocky, Nacky, 


_ Aqui. How! © .*. "Fame Troth. 
y Nothing but untie thy Shoe. ſtrings a little, Faith 


That's all, that's all, as I hope to live, Nac ly, that's all. 


Aqui. Nay, Mr - 
Ant. Hold, hold; thy Love, ty 1 Lord, thy Hes 


Shall be preſery'd and fafe. 


Aqui. Or may this Teanard- 1 


| Ruſt in thy Heart. 


Ant. With all my Soul. | 
Aqui. Farewel. 5 4 (Ex. Aquil. 
Aut. Adieu: Why what a bloody minded inv« tc rate 


termagant Strumpct have I been plagu' d with! oh! hh! (4 
Yet more "Ps ow [ die, I die— I am dead ah eady. 


[Stretches out bimſ lf. | 


1 Jafier. OC. 
Faff. Final Deſtruction ſeize on all the World, 


5 * dovn, ye Heay' ns, and, ſhutting round this Earth. 


Cru 


Cruſn the vile Globe into its firſt Confuſion; 
Scorch it with elemental Flames to one curs'd Cinder, 
And all us little Creepers in't call'd Men, 15 
Burn, burn to nothing: But let Venice burn 
Hotter than all the reſt: Here kindle Hell, 
Ne'er to extinguiſh ; and let Souls hereafter 
_ Groan here, in all thoſe Pains which mine feels now. 
Enter Belv era. 
Belv My Life 
Taff. My —— | 
Bel. Na ay, then I fee my Ruin: 
If I mult die! 
1 aff. No, Death's this Day too buſy ; 
Thy Father's ill-tim'd Mercy came too late. 
I thank thee for thy Labours tho', and him tco : 
But all my poor betray'd unhappy Friends _ 
Have Summons to prepare for Fate s black Hour ; 3 
And yet Llire. 
Balv. Then be the next my rom: 
I fee thou haſt paſs'd my Sentence in thy Heart, 
And I'll no knw weep or plead againit it, 
But with the humbleſt, moſt obedi-nt Patience 


Meet thy dear Hands, and kiſs em when they wound me. 


Indeed | am willing, but 1 beg thee do it 


With ſome Remorſe; and, when thou giv'ſt the Blow, : 


View me with Eyes of a relenting Love, 
And ſhew me Pity, for twill ſweeten J. lice. 5 
_  Faff. Shew Pity to thee:?? 
Belv. Ves, and when thy Hands, 
Charg'd with my Fate, come tremblin g to the Deed. 
As thou haſt done a Thouſand Thouſand dear Times 
To this poor Breaſt, when k inder Rage has brought thee, 
When our ſtung Hearts have le: ap'd to mect each other, 
And melting Kiffes ſeal'd our Lips together; 
When Joys have left me gaſping in thy Aris: 
So let my | eath come now, and I'll not ſhrink from” . 
Ji. Nay, B.lxidera, do not fear my Cruelty, 
Nor let the Thoughts of Death perplex thy Fancy; 
Bat anſwer me to what I ſhall demand, 
With a firm "Temper and unſhaken Spirit. 
_ Bk. I wil when I've done * | 
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[Meeting him. 
[Turning from * 


” 


| _ : 
„ea 4 


— — N — 
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Taff. Fie, no more on — 

How long is't ſince that miſerable Day 
We wedded firſt ? 

Bev. Oh! h h! 

Jaf- Nay, keep in thy Tears, 

unman me too. 

: 12. Heav'n knows, [ cannot; 5 
The Words you utter ſound fo very r 
* Streams will follow) = 

70 Come I'll kiſs em dry then. 
Be But was't a miſerable Day! ? 

iff. A curs'd one. 


2. I thought it otherwiſe; and you” ve oft fm. | 


2 n the tranſporting Hours of warmeſt Love, 


When ſure you ſpoke the Truth, you've ſworn you blefs'd 


aff. "Twas a raſh Oath. gs (it. 
Bekv. Then why am I not curs'd too? 
Faff. No, Belvidera, by th' eternal Truth, 
J doat with too much Fondneſs. 
Biaelv. Still ſo kind! 
Still then do you love me? 
Jia. Nature, in her Work ings, 
Inclines not with more Ardour to Creation, 8 
Than I do now towards thee : Man ne'er was bleſs'd, 
Since the firſt Pair firſt met, as I have been. 
Belv. Then ſure you will not curſe me ? 
. Foff. No, I'S blef thee. 
I came on Purpoſe, Belvidira, to bleſs thee.” . 
Tis now, I think, three Years we've liv'd together. 
Belv. And may no fatal Minute ever part us, 
Till reverend grown, for Age and Love, we go 
| Down to one Grave, as our laſt Bed together; 
There ſleep in Peace, till an eternal rang. 
aff. When will that be? 
Belv. T hope long Ages hence. 
 __ Faff. Have I not hitherto (I beg thee tell me 
Thy very Fears) us'd thee with tender ſt Love? 
Did e er my Soul riſe up in Wrath againſt thee ? 
Did I e' er frown when Belvidera ſmil'd? 
Or, by the leaſt unfriendly Word, betray 
Abating Paſſion ? Have I ever mars thee? 


[Sighing. | ; 


| Belv. No. 6 | Taf. 
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Taff. Has my Heart, or have my Eyes ever wander'd 
To any other Woman? 5 
gelv. Never, never — I were the worſt of falſe Ones, 
en LN 
] own I've been too happy, bleſs'd above 
Mv Sers Charter * 
J. Did J not ſay I came to bleſs thee ? 
. | 
Ja. Then hear me, boanteous Heaven: 
Pour down vour Bleſſings on this beauteous Head, 
Where eve laſting Sweets are always ſpringing, 
With a continual giving Hand: Let Peace, 
Honour, and Safety always hover round her; 
Feed her wich Plenty, let her Eyes ne er fee 
A Sight of Sorrow, nor her Heart know Mourning : 
Crown all her Days with Joy, her Nights witi Reſt, 
Harmleſs as her own "Thoughts ; and prop her Virtue, 


. To bear the Loſs of one that too much lov'd ; 


And comfort her with Patience in our Parting. 
Belv. How, Parting, Parting ! MN 
Le, for ever Partings 

I have ſworn, B.lvidira, by yon Heavin, 

That beſt can tell how much I loſe, to leave thee, 

We part this Hour for ever. 5 
Belv. Oh! call bac | | 

Your cruel Bleſſing; ſt1y with me and curſe me! 
No, tis refolv'd. t. : 

Balv. Then hear me too, juſt Heav'n: ; 

Pour down your Curſes on this wretched Head 
With never-cealing Vengeance; let Deſpair, 

Danger, or Infamy, nay all, ſurround me; 

Starve me with Wantings ; let my Eyes ne'er fee 
A Sight of Comfort, nor my Heart know Peace, 

haut daſh my Days with Sorrow, Nights with Horrors 
. Wild as my own Thoughts now, and let looſe Fury 
Io make me mad enough for what I loſe, 

If muſt loſe him. If I muſt? I will not. 

| On? rm and hen met 
J. Now hold, Heart, or never. 

|  Bebv. By all the tender Days we've liv'd together, 

| By all our charming Nights, and Joys that crown'd em, 
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Pity my ſad Condition ; ſpeak, but ſpeak. 
Faff. On! hk! 
Belv. By theſe Arms that now cling TONE" thy Neck, 
By this dear Kiſs, and by Ten-thouſand more, 
By theſe poor ſtreaming Eyes — 
Ja. Murder! unhold me: 
By th' immortal Deſtiny chat doom'd me 


[Draæus his Sans. 


To this curs'd Minute, I'll not live one longer; ; 
Reſolve to let me go, or ſee me fall — _ 
Belw. Hold, Sir, be patient. 


Faff. Hark, the diſmal Bel! {[Paffng-Bell tolls, 


Tolls out for Death! I mult attend its Call too; 
For my poor Friend, my dying Pierre, expects me; 
He ſent a Meſſage to require I'd fee him 
Before he dy'd, and take his laſt F rents. 
Farewel, for ever. 

_ Betv. Leave thy Dagger with me. 

 Bequeath me ſomething Not one Kiss at Parting: ? 


| Ga 4 my poor Hens, when wilt thou break? 


[Going * locks back at her, 

aff. Yet fay. 
We have a Child as yet a dne I afunt ; 
Be a kind Mother to him when I am gone, 

Breed him in Virtue and the Paths of Honour, 
But let him never know his Father's Story; 
I charge thee guard him from the Wrongs my Fate 

Ma- do his future Fortune, or his Name. 


Now nearer yet —— [ Approaching each ether, : 


Oh! that my Arms were riveted _ 
Thus round thee ever! but my Friends! my Oath! 
: This, and no more —_LY her. 
Belv. Another, ſure anoth'r, 
F or that poor little One you've ta'en i ſuch Care of, 
| Pl | give't him truly. | 
Taff. So, now Farewel. 
Bip. For ever? 


Jab. Heaven knows for « ever _ all good Angels guard 3 
ws thee . | [ Exit. 


Bet, All il ones ſure had Charge * me thi is Moment. 


S be My Da. „ and doubly curs'd =y Nights, a 
5 — d 


| 
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Which I muſt now mourn out in widow'd Tears : 
Blaſted be every Herb, and Fruit, and Tree, 

Curs d be the Rain that falls upon the Earth, 
And may the _ Curſe —_ Man and Beaſt ; 
-=_ _ me Daggers, Fire or Water : 


could bleed, how burn, how drown, the Waves : 


5 — and bomin * my ſinking Head, 
Till I deſcended to eful Bottom ! 
Oh! there's all Quiet, here ere all Rage and Fury ; 
The Air's too thin, and mow my weak Brain: 
I long for thick ſubſtantial Sleep: Hell! Hell! 
' _ Burſt from the Center, rage a roar aloud, 

If thou art half ſo hot, ſo mad as I am, 
Enter Priuli and Servants. 


Who” s there? 0 hey ſeize her. 


Pri. Run, ſeize, and bring her ſafely Home, 
Guard her as you would Life : Alas, * Creature 
Belv. What to my Huſband ? then conduct me quickly ; 


Are all Things ready ? Shall we die moſt gloriouſly ?. 


Say not a Word of this to my old Father: 


Murmuring Streams, ſoft Shades, and ſpringing Flowers, 
Lutes, Laurels, Seas of Milk, and Ships of Amber. [Ex. 
SCE N E opening diſcovers a Scaffold, and a Wheel. 


prepared for the Executing of Pierre; then enter Off cers, 


| Pierre and Guards, a Friar, Executioner, and a great 


 Rabble. © 
Offi. Room, Room there——fland all by, make Room 


5 th the Priſoner. 


Pier. My Friend not yet come? 
Friar. Why are you ſo obſtinate? 


Pier. Why you ſo troubleſome, that a poor Wretch can't 


die in Peace, 


But you, like Ravens, will be croaking round him ? — 


Friar. Vet Heav'n 


Pier. I tell thee, Heav'n and I are Friends: 
I nel er broke Peace with't yet by cruel Murders, 

| Rapine or Perjury, or vile Deceiving: OT 

But liv'd in moral ſuſtice towards all Men; 

Nor am a Foe to the moſt ſtrong Belie vers 

- Howe' er "rs own ſhort ſighted Faith conhae me. 


8 8 Friar. 
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Friar But an All- ſeeing Judge 
Pier. You ſay my Conſcience | 
Muſt be my ft -uſer: I have ſearch'd that Conſcience, 
And find no Records there of Crimes that ſcare me. 


Friar. Tis ſtrange you ſhould want Faith. 
Pier. You want to leal 


My Reaſon blind-fold, like a hamper'd Lion, 


15 Check'd of its nobler Vigour ; then, when bated ! 


Down to 0:edient Tameneſs, make it couch, | 
And ſhew ſtrange Tricks, which you call Signs of F ah. 
So ſilly Souls are gull'd, and = get Money. 
Away, no more: Captain, I'd have hereafter 
This Fellow write no Lyes of my Converſion, 
Becauſe he has crept upon my troubled Hours. 
Enter after, 

=>, Hold: Eycs be dry; 

Heart firengthen me to bear 

This bidcous Sight, and humble me: Take 

The laſt Forgiveneſs of a dying Friend, 

Betray d by my vile Falihood | to his Ruin, 


„ N ; 


Pier. Yet nearer. 

Fa. Crawling on | my Knees, 
4 And proſtrate on the Earth, let me approach thee: 
How ſhall I look up to thy injur'd Face, 
That alway us'd to ſmile with F riendſhip on me? 
It darts an Air of ſo much manly Virtue, 
That J, methinks, look little in thy Sight, | 
And Stripes are fitter for me than Embraces. 
Pier. Dear to my Arms, tho thou'ſt undone my Fame, 

I can't forget to love thee: Prithee, Fafier, 
Forgive that filthy blow my Paſſion dealt thee; 

1 am now preparing for the Land of Peace, 

And fain would have the charitable W ihes 

Of all good Men, like thee, to bleſs my Journey. Ox 
Ja. Good! I am the vileſt Creature, worſe than cer 

Buffer d the ſhameful Fate thou'rt going to ta.le of. 
Why was I ſent for to be us'd thus kin. wy? 

= Call. call me Villain, as I am; deſcribe 

: The foul Complexicn of my hateful Deeds ; | 
Lead me to the Rack, aud n me in thy Stead, 


I've 
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re Crimes enough to give it its full Load, 
And do it Credit: Thou wilt but ſpoil the Uſe on't, 


And honeſt Men hereafter bear its Figure 
About *em as a Charm from treacherous Friendſhip. 


Of. The Time grows — your F riends are dead 


already. 
Taff. Dead! 
Picr. Yes, dead, Jaffer ; they” ve al 17d lke Men too 
Worthy their Character. 
Jaff. And what mult I do? 
Pier. Oh! Faffer! 
Taff. Speak aloud thy burden'd Soul, 
And tell thy Troubles to thy tortur'd Friend. | 
Pier. Friend ! Could' {t thou yet be a Friend, a gene · 
rous Friend. 
1 might hope Comfort from thy noble Sorrows, 
Heay' n knows I want a Friend. 
Faff. And a kind one, 
That would not thus ſcorn m y repenting Virtue, 
Or think, when he's to die, my Thoughts are r. 
Pier. No! Live I charge thee, JE: 
Jah. Ves, I will livre: | 
Bur i it ſhall be to ſee thy Fall reveng d 
at ſuch a Rate as Venice long ſhall groan for. 
Fur. eee © - 
Ja. 1 will, by Heav'n. 
Pics. Then ſtill thou'rt noble, 
Ard I forgive thee. Oh! 
Taff. No; I've been falſe already. 
Fir. Do'ſt thr u love me? 
_ Jaff. Rip up my Heart, and ſatisfy thy a 
Pier. Curſe on this Weakneſ. ace, g. 
Ja. Tears! Amazement! Tears! 
I never ſaw thee melted thus before; 
And know there's ſomething labouring in thy Boſom 
. That muſt have Vent: Tho” | am a Villain, tell me. 
Pier. Sec'fi thou that Engine? ? [Pointing to the Wheel. 
Faff. Wh? | 1 ; oe. | 
Picr. Is't fit a Soldier, who has liv'd with Honour, 
| Fought Nations Quarrels, and been crown'd with Con- 
Be expvs'd a common Carcale on a * heel? [queſt, 


Ja. 


yet——ſhall I cruſt thee ? 


— — wr — ane 
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af. Hah! | 8 
Fe. Speak : Is't firting ? 
aff. Fitting ? 
i Yes, 5 t fitting ? 
Faff. What's to be done? 
Pier. I'd have thee undertake 
Something that's noble to preſerve my Memory 
From the Diſgrace that's ready to attaint it. 255 
Ofi. The Day grows * Sir. | 
Pier. I'll make Oh! F affier! 
Tho? thou'ft betrayed me, do me ſome Way Tuſftice. 


aff. No more of that: To Wiſhes ſhall be ſatisfy d; 


I kave a Wife, and ſhe ſhall bleed ; my Child too w 
Lent + vor and all 


'T” appeaſe thee 


[ Goi * away, _ ian holds 3 


Jaff. Hah! Is't then ſo? 
725 ; 7 = 
Fa. Il do't 
5 54 Remember. 
. 8 
Fier. Come, now l am ready. : 
Hie and Taker a Gund the Ke eli 
8 Captain, you ſhould be a Gentleman o Honour, 
Keep off the Rabble, that I may have Room 
To entertain my Fate, and die with Decency. 


: Come, it akes off is Gon, E xecutioner prepare; 


Friar. Son. a | 1 bind bim. 
Pier. Hence, Tempter. 


OF. Stand off, Prieſt. 
Pier. I thank you, Sir; "TEN 


You" i think conr? is Jaffier. 


Faff. Twon't grow ſtale before To-n morrow. 
Pier. Now, Jaffier ! now I am going, Now—— 


5 Taff. Have at thee, 
Thou honeſt Heart, they——here— 3 [ Stabs Fra 


And this is well too, [Then — himſelf. | 


Friar. Damnable Deed ! 
Pier. Now thou * indeed been Faithful. 


[Executioner * bound Ain. 


This 


: 


Pier. W more. [He whiſpers Jaffier. 


2 am ſick 
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This was done nobly——We have deceiv'd the Senate. 
Taff. Bravely. 
Pier. Ha ha 3 oh 3 [Die- 
aff. Now, ye curs'd Rulers, 
Thus of the Blood y'ave ſhed I make Libatien, 
And ſprinkle't mingling : May it reſt upon you, 
And all your Race; be henceforth Peace a Stranger 
Within your Walls; let Plagues and Famine walte 


Lour Generations — O poor Belwidera ! © 
Sir. I have a Wife, bear this in Safety to her, | 
A Token that with my dying Breath I bleſs'd her, | 


And the dear little Infant left behind me. 


I'm quiet- 
Of. Bear this News to the 8 


Heav'n grant I die ſo well. [Scene ſhuts upon "ER 


Soft Muſick. Enter Belvidera diftradted, led & tao of | 


her Nomen, Priuli and Servants. 


Pri. Strengthen nr 2 with 3 Pity ing : 


Heav'n. 


Belv. Come, come, come, come, come, nay come to = 


3 £ 


Prithee m my Love: The Winds; 5 hack how they whillle; 1 
And the Rain beats: Oh! how the Weather ſhrinks me! 


You are angry now, who cares? Piſh, no indeed. 
Chuſe then, I ſay you ſhall not go, you ſhall not. 
Yup your III. rature z get you gone then; oh! 


[] iffier s Ghoſt riſes. 


40 you return'd? See, Father, here he's come again, 
Am J to blame to love him? Oh thou Gear one. 


[C hoſt fi A. 11. 


Why do you fly me? Are 3 04 angry Rill then ? 


Fofter, where art thou? Father, why do you do thus? 


Stand off, don't hide him from me. He's there ſomew here. 


Stand off I ſay: What gone? Remember't, Ty rant: 


I may rey enge myſelf for this Trick one Day. 
I'u dot — Pl do't. Renault's a naſty Fellow ; 
Hang him, hang him, hang him. 5 


. * Officer and oth; FS, „„ 
Pri. TR what News? (cer a0 pc rs Priu. | 
OH. Moſt fad, Sir; 


| [Jaffier d. 
An guard their Bodies till there's farther Orders : 
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WO I to prevent 
* 3 _ ſtabb'd Pierre, and next himſelf; 


Pri. — 
Belv. Ha! look tre! 


3 be 4 — of Jafher and Pierre rt 9 * toth bloody. 


bloody, and his Friend too! Murder! 
Who had done this ? Speak to me, thou fad Vition 


[ Ghofts fut. 


On theſe poor trembling Knees I beg i it: Vaniſh'd — 
Here thev went down: Oh! I'll dig. dig the Den 2 
You ſhan't delude me thus. Hoa, Taffer, Taffter. 

Peep up, and give me but a Look. I have him! 
I've got him, Father: Oh! now how I'll ſmuggle bim! 


My Love! my Dear! my Blefling ! help me! help me“ 


They have hold on me, and drag me to the Bottom. 
Nay—now they pull lo hard—farewel— [She dies. 
| "Maid She's dead, | 1 1 


| Breathleſs and dead. 


Pri. Then — me from the sight e on't: 

Lead me into ſome Place tiat's fit for dMewake ; 
| Where the free Air, Light, and the chearful Sun 2 
May never enter: Hang i it round with Black? 

Set up one Taper, that may light a Day, 
As 3 as I've to live: And there al leave me: 


s wing no ws i you this 7 uh dune; 
But * all * Fathers aread my Fate. 


E. ent ommC. | 


— — 


is what he knows, wi 


Or general Pique all Blockheads hade to 
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EPILOGUE. 


5 T fort i ans, and ww fi Application, 


And, when that's ended, paſs your Approbation. 


Ty the Conſpiracy's prevented here, 

 Methinks I ſee another hatching there: 

Aud there's a certain Faction fain would fway, \_ 
Fly had Strength enough, and damn this Play: = as 
But Sit the Author bid me boldly ſay, > 2 


If any take this Plainneſs in ill Part, 


He's glad on't from the Bottom of his Heart: 
Poets in Honour of the Truth ſhould write, 
With the ſame Spirit brave Men for it fight. 


And daily where he goes of Late he ſpies 
The Scowles ſullen and revengeful Eyes; 


th much Contempt, to bear, = 
And ſerves a Cauſe too good to let him fear. 


And tho" againſt him cauſeleſs Hatreds riſe, — 5 | 


He fears no Poiſon from an incens d Draa, 
No Ruffau's fue Foot Sword, nor Raſcals Stab; 
Nor any other Snares of Miſchief laid. 
Not a Roſe-Alley- Cuagel Ambuſcade. 


From any private Cauſe where Malice 1 * 


rain 


Nothing ſhall damn his Pen, when Truth does aa. 
No, not the + Picture- mangler at Guildhall. 

The Rebel. Tribe, of which that Vermin's one, 
Hawe now ſet forward, and their Courſe begun; | 
I + The Raſcalthatcutthe Duke of Yort's Picture. 


; = — erer—n— nn rr 
FEC ²˙“ ai ads ak ans et nt ee, 1 


„ EPILOGUE. 


And while that Prince's Figure they deface, 
As they before had maſſacred his Name, 
Durſt their baſe Fears but look him in the Face, 


They'd uſe his Perſon as they've us'd his Fame : 


A. Face in which ſuch Line ments they read 


Of that greet Martyrs, whiſ rich Bloud they ſhed, 
ba 


| t their rebellious Hate they ſtill retain, 
Aud in his Sen would murder him again. 

With Indignation then lit cach brave Heart, 
Neuxe, and unite, to take his injur' d Part; 
71 Royal Love and Goodneſs call him Home, 
And Songs of Triumph meet him as he come : 
Till Head n his Honour and cur Peace reſtore, 
And Villains never wrong his Virtue more. 


